Flames  and  Furies!  What  is  this?  ’  roared  Archbald.  “Surrender!”  shouted  Old  King  Brady,  level* 
ing  a  pair  of  revolvers.  At  the  same  time  Harry  Brady  appeared  at  another 

door  with  a  drawn  revolver. 
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Working  the  Wires  in  Wall  Street. 


BY  AvNEW  YORK  DETECTIVE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

A  NIGHT  CALL  FOR  THE  BRADYS. 

Late  one  cool  evening  in  October,  a  few  years  ago,  a  cab 
drove  rapidly  through  Carmine  street  in  the  city  of  New 
York. 

Wheeling  into  Sixth  avenue  it  rattled  around  into  Fourth 
street,  switching  then  into  Macdougal  street,  where  it  drew 
up  before  a  large,  four-storv  brown-stone  house,  which 
years  before  had  been  the  abode  of  wealth  and  fashion. 

At  the  present  time  the  houses  on  this  block,  which 
fronts  on  Washington  square,  are  anything  but  fashionable. 

Boarding  houses,  lodging  houses,  gambling  houses;  houses 
of  all  shades  of  shady  reputation  go  to  make  up  this  neigh¬ 
borhood,  now. 

The  cab  door  flew  open  and  a  stylishly  dressed  young 
man _ he  was  really  but  little  more  than  a  boy — ran  hastily 

up  the  steps. 

He  pulled  the  old  fashioned  door-bell ;  once,  twice,  three 
times,  all  with  the  same  nervous  haste. 

There  was  no  answer. 

The  house  was  entirely  dark ;  the  shades  were  all  drawn 
down  and  the  blinds  closed. 

TV  place  looked  like  a  tomb. 

Still  a  fourth  time  the  young  man  rang  the  bell. 

ft  was  now  close  on  to  midnight,  yet  people  were  still 

pa-dng  on  the  block. 


They  eyed  this  impatient  bell-ringer  curiously,  wonder¬ 
ing  what  it  was  all  about. 

J ust  then  one  of  the  blinds  on  the  third  story  wras  pushed 
slightly  aside. 

A  voice  called  down: 

“  Please  don’t  ring  again,  and  let  your  cab  keep  moving 
around  the  square.  I  will  come  right  down.” 

“All  right,”  said  the  young  man. 

“Keep  on  the* move,”  he  said  to  the  cabby. 

A  few  moments  later  a  young  man,  not  much  older  than 
himself,  opened  the  door. 

“W*ho  did  vou  want  to  see?”  he  asked. 

* 

“  I  was  told  that  I  should  find  the  Bradys  here,”  was  the 
reply.  “I  want  to  consult  with  Old  King  Brady  on  pro¬ 
fessional  business.” 

“  Old  King  Brady  has  retired,”  replied  the  young  man. 
“He  has  been  up  for  several  nights,  and  is  greatly  in  need 
of  sleep.  He  cannot  be  disturbed.” 

“That  is  too  bad.  I  have  very  particular  business  with 
him.” 

“I  can’t  help  that.  If  the  Emperor  of  Russia  wanted 
to  see  Old  King  Brady  I  would  not  call  him  now.” 

“Could  T  see  Young  King  Brady?” 

“1  am  Young  King  Brady.  Won’t  you  walk  in?” 

The  young  was  ushered  into  a  large  room,  once  the  par¬ 
lor  of  the  house,  but  now  furnished  only  with  a  table  and 
a  couple  of  chairs. 

“Re  seated,”  said  Young  King  Brady,  lighting  a  cheap 
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lamp  wh it  li  stood  on  ihe  table.  “  I  tfust  you  will  pardon 
me  for  ordering  your  cab  away.” 

“  Don't  mention  it." 

‘‘Also  the  appearance  of  things  here.” 

‘‘Don’t  allude  to  it.” 

“This  house  belongs  to  Mr.  Brady.  It  happens  to  be 
vacant,  and  as  we  are  supposed  to  be  out  oJ  town,  we  are 
stopping  here  in  hiding,  as  one  might  say.” 

“So  1  was  told.” 

“  1  knew  that  when  you  rang  three  times.  Who  told  you, 
please?” 

“Idle  chief  of  the  secret  service  bureau  in  NeW  York." 

“Oh,  yes.  1  am  glad  it  was  no  one  else.  We  are  engaged 
upon  an  important  matter.  It  is  of  the  deepest  interest 
'  to  us  to  have  the  fact  that  we  are  in  town  concealed.!’ 

“No  one  shall  ever  know  it  from  me,  Mr.  Brady,  but  it 
disappoints  me  to  hear  you  say  this.  I  fear  you  will  not 
be  able  to  undertake  a  case  for  me.'”  . 

“I  cannot  say;  I  might.  We  have  to  wait  a  week  here. 
Whether  Mr.  Brady  will  or  not  is  another  matter.  I  know 
that  he  does  not  care  to  be  seen  about  town  for  the  next 
few  weeks.” 

“Probably  you  would  do  as  well,  with — with - ” 

“With1  Old  King  Bradv  in  the  background  to  advise  me, 
you  were  going  to  say.  Speak  out  freely,  sir.” 

“I  confess  that  such  was  my  idea.” 

“May  I  ask  your  name?”  # 

“Pardon  me!  Didn’t  I  give  you  my  card?” 

“I  have  not  seen  it,  as  yet.” 

“Then  here  it  is.” 

The  card  which  the  young  man  handed  out  bore  the  name : 

Mr.  Arthur  Crossman. 

Crossman  and  Hinds. 


wish  to  be  fude,  but  1  ght  up  out  of  bed  to  receive  you,  and 
if  there  is  nothing  for  me  to  do  to-night,  I  am  anxious  to 
go  back  to  it  again.-’ 

“Give  that  idea  up.  I  want  you  to-night,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“The  case,”  said  Harry,  impatiently. 

He  saw  by  this  time  that  what  he  had  at  first  suspected 
was  true.  Arthur  Crossman  had  been  drinking. 

It  seemed  impossible  for  him  to  bring  his  statement  to  a 
head. 

It  came  now,  however. 

“Mr.  Brady,”  he  said,  “the  firm  of  Crossman  &  Hind.' 
has  been  robbed  of  an  enormous  amount,  and  my  partneh  I 
fear,  has  been  murdered.” 

“Come!-’  exclaimed  Young  King  Brady.  “This  is 
serious.” 

“So  serious  that  it  means  my  financial  finish  unless 
something  is  done  with  forty-eight,  hours.” 

“Short  notice  to  work  out  an  important  case,  Mr.  Cross- 
man.” 

“The  Bradys  bear  the  reputation  of  being  able  to  do 
these  things  on  short  notice.” 

“That’s  what  we  do,  and  we  will  do  our  best  if  you  will 
only  give  me  particulars.” 

“  I’m  coming  to  that.  I  think  it  would  help  me  to  come 
to  it  if  I  had  a  drink  of  whiskey.  Do  you  happen  to  have 
any  in  the  house  ?” 

Harry  thought  to  himself  that  Mr.  Crossman  had  already 
drank  as  much  whiskey  as  was  good  for  him,  but*  he  could 
not  refuse. 

“Remain  where  you  are  and  I  will  see  what  I  can  do,” 
he  said. 

He  was  back  in  a  few  minutes  with  a  bottle  and  single 
glass. 

“Won’t  you  join  me,”  asked  Mr.  Grossman. 

“Thanks — no !” 


The  young  man  said:  “You,  perhaps,  know  the/ firm J”’ 

“Bankers  and  brokers  on  Wall  street?” 

.  “The  same.” 

“I  have  heard  of  your  firm.  Are  you  in  trouble?” 

“In  the  worst  kind  of  trouble.” 

“What  is  its  nature?” 

“Mr.  Brady,  you  will  hardly  believe  me  when  I  tell  you.” 

“I  am  bound  to  believe  you,  Mr.  Crossman.  You  have 
not  come  here  to  waste  your  own  time  and  take  up  mine 
for  nothing,  1  presume.” 

“I  don’t  think  1  am  that  sort  of  a  man,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“T’m  sure  you  are  not.  State  your  case,  please.” 

“That  is  just  what  I  find  very  difficult  to  do.  It  is  so 
strange,  so  very  peculiar,  that  you  will  scarcely  believe  my 
story  when  it  is  told." 

“Mv  partner  and  I  are  very  well  accustomed  to  strange 
cases,  Mr.  Crossman." 

“So  I  am  told!  So  l  am  told!  Mine  is  more  peculiar 
than  any  you  ever  handled,  1  am  sure.” 

“So  everybody  thinks  about  their  own  case,  Mr.  Gross- 


man.” 

“  But  in  fhis  instance  it 
“1  dare  nay.  Will  you 


is  quite  true.” 
kindly  state  the 


ease. 


don't 


“Do  you  never  hit  the  stuff?” 

“Never  when  I  have  business  on  hand  and  want  a  clear 
head,  as  is  the  case  now.” 

“Well,  then,  I  must  go  it  alone.  Here’s  good  luck!” 

Mr.  Crossman  tossed  off  a  drink  and  lit  a  cigar. 

Then  he  seemed  ready  to  get  down  to  business. 

The  statement  he  made  was  as  follows : 

“Mr.  Brady,”  ho  began,  “if  you  have  watched  the 
papers  you  must  know  that  for  the  last  few  days  somebody 
has  played  an  important  part  in  Wall  street  operations. 

"They  have  thrown  the  market  into  a  flurrv.  which 
amounts  almost  to  a  panic,  and  have  put  the  bulls  and 
the  bears  equally  by  the  ears.  We  did  the  job. 

The  cause  of  this  excitement  has  been  the  heavv  pur¬ 
chases  of  P.  &  S.  W .  stock — that  is  the  Texas  and  South¬ 
western  railroad — on  our  account. 

“We  expected  to-day  to  own  a  controlling  interest  in 
tho  load,  and  be  able  to  dictate  terms  to  the  Southern  Pa- 
I'ifie  railroad,  who  were  about  fo  renew  a  short  term  lease 
of  the  railroad  which  they  held  for  the  term  of  ninotv-niue 
years. 


In  °rder  fo  keep  it  absolutely  a  secret  that  we  wrre  the 
firm  fry'  ‘ 
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\\t  re  to  bt  made  in  cash,  so  that  our  name  might  not  ap- 
fn  ;:r  in  the  transaction. 

"To  accomplish  this  1,  who  am  the  managing  partner 
of  the  concern,  drew  out.  several  millions  from  my  bank 
and  investments,  and  locked  them  in  our  own  safe,  which 
was  a  large  one  of  new  and  most  highly  improved  make. 

"This  safe  stood  in  my  private  office,  the  rear  room  on 
the  first  door  of  the  old  building.  No.  —  Wall  street. 

"The  stock  which  had  been  bought  for  us  an  the  Board 
by  various  brokers,  was  to  have  been  taken  up  by  Grossman 
&  Hinds  to-day.  Yesterday  afternoon,  when  1  left  the 
office,  at  about  four  o’clock,  I  left  Mr.  Hinds  there  at  work 
on  our  private  accounts. 

"We  had  an  appointment  to  meet  at  nine  o'clock  at  the 
Fifth  Avenue  Hotel. 

"Mr.  Hinds  failed  to  keep  the  appointment.  I  was  vexed 
and  much  angered.  Still,  1  thought  no  more  of  it  than 
that  he  had  chosen  to  go  in  some  other  direction,  until  this 
morning,  when  upon  going  to  the  bank  1  was  horrified  to 
find  that  I  was  up  against  a  deep  mystery.  There  !  What 
do  you  think  of  that?” 

Young  King  Bradv-’s  patience  was  severely  tried. 

It  seemed  as  if  Mr.  Crossman  never  would  come  to  the 

point. 

"  I  will  tell  you  what  I  think  of  it  when  I  know  what  the 
mystery  is/’  Harry  remarked. 

"it  is  the  safe,”  replied  Crossman.  “Brady,  my  safe 
has  disappeared,  and  my  partner  with  it.  I  won’t  tell  you 
how  many  millions  are  missing,  but  it  is  a  lot.” 

“This  is  a  strange  story,”  said  Young  King  Brady.  “Do 
you  accuse  your  partner  of  stealing  the  safe?” 

“  That  seems  incredible ;  and  yet  it  might  be  so.  I  had 
much  rather  believe  that  it. is  the  work  of  crooks,  and  that 
poor  Hinds  had  been  murdered — that  is,  I  don’t  mean  to 
say  I  want  him  to  be  murdered,  but,  I,  er — oh,  you  under¬ 
stand.” 

“Yes,  yes,”  said  Harry;  “but  about  the  safe — how  did 
they  get  it  out  of  the  office  ?  Was  the  building  broken  into  ? 
A  big  safe  can't  be  picked  up  and  carried  off  on  one’s  back. 
You  must  explain.” 

“But,  my  dear  fellow,  T  can’t  explain.  T  only  wish  I 
could.  The  building  was  not  broken  into.  Mr.  Jennings, 
our  head  bookkeeper,  whose  business  it  is  to  open  the  office 
mornings,  found  all  the  locks  intact,  everything  as  usual. 
The  janitor,  who  lives  upstairs,  heard  no  noise  during  the 
night,  and  yet  bur  huge  safe,  which  weighs  a  couple  of 
tons,  more  or  less,  has  vanished  into  thin  air,  so  to  speak. 
Whv,  Brady,  it  beats  the  band.  There  never  was  such  a 
strange  case  in  the  annals  of 'Wall  street,  as  this.” 

“But  about  Mr.  Hinds,  your  partner.  Let  us  drop  the 
safe  for  a  moment  and  consider  him.” 

“A?  von  will.  T  am  yours  to  command.” 

“T  Mr.  Hinds  an  old  man,  or  a  young  man?” 

“He  5 a  a  man  about  fifty.'’’ 

“Rich  ?” 

“Well.  no.  T  inherited  ten  millions.  Hinds  had  been  in 
trouble,  hut  he  owned  a  seat  on  the  Stock  Exchange.  I 
eon  Id  not  buy  one  just  Bum,  and  rriy  health  hardly  war¬ 


ranted  my  going  up  against  the  excitement  of  the  Board,  so 
we  formed  a  partnership.  Hinds  did  the  Board  end  of  the 
business,  and  I  supplied  the  money  and  the  brains.” 

Young  King  Brady  was  wondering  if  in  supplying  brains 
to  the  firm,  Mr.  Crossman  had  not  left  himself  short  on 
that  important  article. 

“How  long  have  von  been  in  business?”  he  asked. 

“  Five  years.” 

“You  have  made  money?” 

“We  have  done  fairly  well.  But  why  these  questions?” 

“It  is  necessary  for  me  to  understand  the  case  before  1 
can  decide  whether  to  take  it  up' or  not.” 

“Ask  what  you  will,  then.” 

“You  have  searched  everywhere  for  Mr.  Hinds,  I  pre¬ 
sume  ?” 

“1  have  ransacked  the  town  for  him.” 

“No  clew?” 

“Not  a  clew.” 

“Have  you  informed  the  police?” 

“No.  I  would  not  for  the  world  have  the  Street  know 
what  has  happened.  It  would  ruin  me.  I  have  the  clerks 
in  the*  office  all  sworn  to  secrecy,  and  the  janitor  of  the 
building  likewise.  To-night  after  I  had  exhausted  every 
resource  1  looked  up  the  chief  of  the  secret  service  bureau, 
who  happens  to  be  an  old  friend  of  my  father’s. 

“  ‘You  want  the  Bradys, ’  he  said,  and  then  he  told  me 
that  you  were  in  hiding  here,  and  that  if  I  came  to  the 
house  and  rang  three  times  you  would  respond.” 

“Just  so.” 

“ You  are  prepared  to  take  the  case,  Mr.  Brady?” 

“I  am  prepared  to  consider  it.  I  must  consult  my  chief.” 

“When  can  you  give  me  an  answer?” 

“When  will  you  be  at  your  office?” 

“I  suppose  I  could  be  there  at  nine  in  the  morning.’ 

“You  shall  have  your  answer  then.” 

“Do  think  it  likely  you  will  be  willing  to  undertake  the 
case?  Can  you  give  me  any  encouragement?” 

aI  think  we  will' take  it.” 

“Good!  Any  bill  for  your  services  will  be  promptly 
met.”  ' 

“We  only  bill  for  our  expenses,  Mr.  Crossman;  the  rest 
we  leave  to  the  generosity  of  our  patrons.” 

“Very  good.  Pull  me  through,  and  it  will  be  the  best 
paying  case  you  ever  touched.” 

“And  if  we  fail ?” 

“Mr.  Brady,  1  am  going  to  be  frank  with  you.  1  have 
dropped  a  lot  of  money  during  the  past  year.  Tl\is  scheme 
1q  bear  T.  &  S.  W.  stock  was  my  last  straw.  All  I  am 
worth  is  in  that  safe,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  thousands 
to  keep  my  bank  account  good.  If  you  fail  I  shall  blow 
my  brains  out.  If  we  don’t  take  that  stock  under  the  rules 
of  the  Exchange — and  we  still  have  forty-eight  hours  to 
do  it  in — Hinds  will  be  suspended  and  the  stock  sold  under 

the  rule.  It  will  ruin  me.  Under  these  circumstances  1 

« 

don’t  care  to  live.” 

“If  it  comes  to  that,”  said  Young  King  Bradv,  “wo  must 
;  take  your  case  in  hand,  for  T  don’t  want  to  see  you  die.  It 
would  ho  loo  much  liko  a  caso  of  murder. 


/ 
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“Not  that  1  mean  that  nobody  else  but  the  Bradys  can 
handle  your  case,”  he  hastened  to  add.  “1  am  not  so  con¬ 
ceited  as  that.” 

''There  is  no  conceit  about  it.  My  friend  the  chief  of  the 
tecret  service  bureau  told  me  as  much. 

“  ‘If  the  Bradys  can't  handle  your  case,  nobody  can' — 
that  was  what  he  said.” 

“Very  well.  We  will  try  to  help  you.  *When  can  I  call 
at  the  otlice  and  look  the  matter  over  on  the  ground?” 

“  Right  now — to-night ! ” 

“Won't  we  attract  attention  going  in  there  in  the  night?” 

“That  is  all  arranged  for.  Mr.  Jennings  is  working  on 
the  books,  trying  to  get  up  a  statement  of  our  affairs.  The 
officer  on  the  beat  thinks  we  are  so  busy  that  we  have  to  work 
overtime.  There  will  be  no  trouble  at  all,  and  it  will  at¬ 
tract  less  attention  than  to  have  Old  King  Brady  come  to 
the  office  in  the  day  time.  Everyone  knows  him  in  the 
Wall  street  neighborhood,  of  course.” 

“  Oh,  he  would  not  go  in  his  usual  dress.  As  I  told  you, 
we  have  particular  reasons  for  wanting  every  one  to  believe 
that  we  are  out  of  town.” 

“Go  now.  My  carriage  is  ready.  At  night  you  won’t 
have  to  disguise.” 

“I'll  consult  Old  King  Brady  and  see  what  he  says,”  re¬ 
plied  Harry. 

He  arose  and  left  the  room. 

“A  mysterious  case  for  a  fact,”  he  muttered,  “and  one 
which  will  pay  us  mighty  well  in  case  we  succeed.” 


CHAPTER  II. 

v  • 

A  DEEP  MYSTERY. 

/  1 

Young  King  Brady  woke  up  his  great  chief. 

Orders  had  been  that  Old  King  Brady  was  not  to  be  dis¬ 
turbed  unless  there  came  a  call  which  absolutely  demanded 

it. 

This  midnight  call  of  Mr.  Crossman's  did,  in  Young 
King  Brady's  estimation. 

Old  King  Brady  is  easily  aroused,  no  matter  how 
fatigued  he  may  be. 

He  listened  with  close  attention  to  Harry’s  rapid  account 
of  the  Crossman  case. 

“That's  all  right.  Take  it,”  he  said. 

“  And  you  will  go  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Right  now,  with  him?” 

“Yes.  I  don't  mind  that;  but  I  wouldn’t  go  in  the  day 
time,  situated  as  we  are.” 

“All  right.  I’ll  tell  him.  Any  theory  about  this,  gov¬ 
ernor?” 

“No.” 

“How  the  mischief  could  a  two-ton  safe  disappear  from 
a  Wall  street  office  and  nobody  know?” 

“In  a  dozen  ways.  I'm  not  expressing  any  opinion  as 
t*  which  was  the  way  in  this  case,  for  f  simply  don't  know.” 


“But,  governor - ” 

“  Excuse  me,  Harry,  but  I  must  dress,  now,  if  we  are  go¬ 
ing  down  to  Wall  street.” 

Young  King  Brady  immediately  left  the  room,  and  re¬ 
joined  Mr.  Crossrnan  below  stairs. 

“Well?”  demanded  Crossman,  who  was  pacing  the  floor 
impatiently. 

“The  governor  will  take  the  case.” 

“Good !  I  feel  already  as  if  I  was  out  of  my  difficulties.” 

“Don’t  be  too  hopeful.  The  time  you  allow  us  is  very 
short.  We  may  not  be  able  to  make  it,  after  all.” 

“I  thought  the  Bradys  never  fail.  That’s  the  reputation 
your  firm  bears  ?” 

“Well,  we  don’t  make  a  failure  very  often — that’s  right.” 

“Here  comes  the  cabby;  may  I  ask  him  to  stop,  now?” 

“I’d  rather  you  didn't.  We  can  pick  him  up  on  the 
street.  I  have  particular  reasons  for  not  wanting  atten¬ 
tion  called  to  this  house.” 

“Very  well.  Whatever  you  say,  goes.  Old  King  Brady 
will  soon  be  down?” 

“Right  away.” 

In  the  course  of  a  few  minutes  the  old  detective  put  in 
an  appearance. 

Arthur  Crossman  received  him  effusively. 

He  shook  hands  and  began  saying  complimentary  things 
when  Old  King  Brady  cut  him  short. 

“Excuse  me,  Mr.  Crossman,  but  I  have  no  time  for  talk,” 
said  the  detective;  “suppose  we  get  right  at  this  business?” 

“With  all  my  heart.  I'm  ready,”  Crossman  replied. 

“Where’s  your  cab?” 

“On  the  street.” 

“Then  we  will  take  it.  Come,  Harry.  We  have  wasted 
time  enough  here.” 

A  little  later  found  the  Bradys  rattling  down  Wall  street 
with  Mr.  Crossman. 

“We  don’t  Marit  to  run  into  the  copper,”  said  Harry. 
“At  least,  not  as  we  are.” 

“We  mustn’t,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “That  won’t  do 
at  all,  Mr.  Crossman.  By  your  leave  we  shall  make  a  dis-  * 
guise.” 

“Do  what  you  like,”  cried  Crossman.  “It  is  all  one  to 
me.”  * 

% 

It  was  done  so  quick  that  Mr.  Crossman  was  hardly  able 
to  tell  how  they  did  it. 


Instead  of  the  broad  brimmed  white  felt  hat  and  long 
tailed  blue  coat  with  brass  buttons,  which  the  old  detective 
usually  wore,  an  elderly  gentleman  in  Quaker  costume  ap¬ 
peared  in  the  cab. 


11V  k 


i*tuu  which  ilia 


him  look  ten  years  older,  while  another  hat  completed  th 
business.  The  Bradys  invariably  wear  hats  which  can  b 

folded  up  and  stowed  away  in  the  secret  pockets  where  ther 
are  others  to  change. 

“Well,  you  are  slick  ones,  for  fair,”  said  Crossman.  “an- 
by  gracious,  hero’s  the  copper,  now !” 

The  cab  had  stopped  in  front  of  the  bank  in  which  th 
offices  of  Crossman  &  Hinds  were  located. 
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The  policeman  on  the  beat  was  at  the  cab  window  before 
the  door  could  be  opened. 

“Oh,  it's  Mr.  Crossman!”  he  exclaimed.  “We  have  tq 
be  careful,  you  know,  sir.” 

“That’s  all  right,”  said  Crossman,  tipping  the  “copper” 
a  five. 

“Fine  night,  officer,”  he  added. 

“It  is,  sir.  You  are  mighty  busy  these  days,  sir?” 

“That's  what  we  are,”  replied  Crossman.  “This  way, 
gentlemen.  Mind  how  you  go.” 

There  was  no  one  in  the  offices  of  Crossman  &  Hinds  but 
old  Mr.  Jennings,  the  head  bookkeeper. 

He  looked  worried  and  troubled. 

•  Standing  at  a  high  desk  he  was  poring  over  long  columns 
of  figures  in  a  big  book. 

“These  are  the  Bradys,  Jennings,”  said  Mr.  Crossman. 

The  bookkeeper  nodded  to  the  detectives,  but  did  not 
speak. 

“Now.  then,  gentlemen,  the  place  is  yours,”  said  Mr. 
Crossman.  “Do  as  you  see  fit.” 

“Show  us  where  the  safe  stood,  please,”  said  Old  King  \ 
Brady. 

Mr.  Crossman  led  the  way  to  the  back  room  and  pointed 
out  the  place.  ^ 

For  as  much  as  ten  minutes  Old  King  Brady  stood  look¬ 
ing  at  it  in  silence. 

The  only  thing  to  indicate  that  the  safe  had  ever  been 
there  was  the  new  look  of  that  portion  of  the  carpet  over 
which  it  had  rested.  / 

The  wall  behind  it  was  handsomely  papered. 

The  windows  were  small  and  the  doors  low. 

The  problem  was  certainly  a  deep  one,  as  anybody  could 
see. 

“Well,  what  do  you  think  of  it,  Mr.  Brady?”  demanded 
Crossman  at  last. 

“Pm  not  prepared  to  say,  as  yet.  Questions  first,  Mr. 
Crossman.” 

“As  you  will.” 

“This  building  is  an  old  one?” 

“One  of  the  oldest  on  Wall  street.” 

“Formerly  an  old  mansion?” 

“So  I  believe.” 

“The  rooms  you  occupy  were  once  the  parlors?” 

“That’s  it.” 

“How  long  have  you  had  this  safe?” 

“Ever  since  Hinds  and  I  started  in  business,  two  years 

ago.” 

“Whom  did  you  buy  if  of.” 

“International  Safe  Company.” 

“They  have  a  record  of  it?” 

“Doubtless.” 

“You  know  the  number  of  the  safe?” 

“I  do  not.” 

“Were  vou  present  when  it  was  brought  into  the  build¬ 
ing?” 

“T  was.” 

“How  did  they  get  it  in?” 


“It  was  dragged  up  the  front  steps  and  came  through 
the  office  door  on  its  side.” 

“Any  serious  trouble?” 

“No  ;  but  it  was  a  close  fit.” 

“It  would  have  been  impossible  to  bring  the  safe  in  up¬ 
right?” 

“  Entirely  so.  It  stood  several  inches  higher  than  the 
door.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  such  mysterious  business,  Mr. 
Brady?  How  on  earth  did  they  ever  manage  to  get  it  out 
of  this  place?” 

“That's  what  I'm  trying  to  find  out,”  replied  the  de¬ 
tective,  dryly,  “and  in  order  to  do  so  I  shall  have  to  begin 
to  talk  about  Mr.  Hinds.” 

“Talk  away.” 

“How  long  have  you  known  him?” 

“No  longer  than  the  life  of  my  business.” 

“How  did  you  come  to  meet  him?” 

“Through  an  old  friend  of  my  father’s,  now  dead.  He 
knew  that  I  wanted  a  partner,  who  held  a  seat  on  the  Stock 
Exchange,  and  he  introduced  me  to  Hinds.” 

“Who  is  a  much  older  man  than  you?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  have  been  perfectly  satisfied  with  your  dealings 
with  him?” 

“Entirely  so,  I  may  say.  We  did  not  always  agree,  but 
I  invariably  found  him  square.” 

“And  yet  if  I  recollect  rightly,  this  same  Hinds  was  sus¬ 
pended  from  the  Stock  Exchange  some  few  years  ago.” 

*  “He  was.” 

“And  remained  under  suspension  several  years?” 

“He  did.” 

% 

“What  was  the  cause?” 

“It  was  disobedience  of  rules.  Hinds  was  caught  short 
on  L.  &.  W.  One  thing  led  to  another.  Inadvertently  he 
violated  some  of  the  rules  of  the  Board.” 

“That's  his  story?” 

“Of  course.” 

“Ever  take  the  trouble  to  verify  it?” 

“Well,  no;  not  exactly.  I  consulted  one  or  two  promi¬ 
nent  men  on  the  Exchange.  They  had  nothing  to  sav  against 
Hinds,  so  I  let  it  go  at  that.” 

“I  see.  Now,  to  get  down  to  the  present  time.  As  I 
understand  it,  you  left  Hinds  here  alone,  yesterday  after¬ 
noon,  with  the  understanding  that  he  meet  you  at  nine 
o’clock  at  the  Fifth  Aven,ue  Hotel  ?” 

“That  was  it.” 

“Why  did  he  remain  behind  you?” 

“You  see,  we  were  making  a  corner  on  T.  &  S.  W.  There 
was  a  lot  of  figuring  to  be  done,  and  Hinds  remained  be¬ 
hind  to  do  it.” 

“Why  did  not  Mr.  Jennings  do  it?” 

“We  did  not  want  him  to  know  all  our  affairs.” 

“And  you?” 

“Oh,  I  couldn’t  do  it.  Hinds  concocted  the  corner.  I 
tell  you,  frankly,  I  did  not  fully  understand  the  details 
myself.” 

“And  you  left  your  partner  alone  with  millions  in  the 
safe  and  he  having  the  combination?” 
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*'  Now,  sue  here,  Mr.  Brady,  I  don’t  want  to  hear  such  talk 
ahuut  Mr.  Hinds.  The  man  was  not  only  my  partner,  but 
my  friend.  He  is  absolutely  square  and  I  know  it.  To  in¬ 
timate  that  he  is  behind  this  job - " 

“Pardon  me.  1  never  intimated  anything  of  the  sort.” 

“But  vour  talk  implies - ” 

“  It  implies  nothing  of  the  kind.  1  do  not  believe  that 
Mr.  Hinds  went  off  with  the  safe,  but  he  is  very  much  in¬ 
terested  in  the  job,  and  in  order  to  get  at  the  truth  1  must 
know  absolutely  all  then;  is  to  be  known  about  the  man.” 

‘‘Go  on.” 

“Mr.  Hinds  had  the  combination  of  the  safe?” 

“Of  course  he  did.” 

i  , 

“Was  the  safe  open  or  shut  when  you  left?” 

“Open.” 

“You  did  not  keep  your  books  in  it?”  >. 

“No.  They  are  left  in  the  smaller  safe  in  the  outer 
office.” 

“What  else  was  in  it  besides  this  money?” 

“Stocks,  bonds  and  private  papers.” 

“Now,  to  change  our  base,  again.  Who,  besides  you  and 
Mr.  Hinds  knew  of,  this  plan  to  corner  T.  &  S,  W.  ?” 

“Only  one  man.” 

“Name  him!” 

“I  had  rather  not.” 

“You  must.” 

“1  must  dentine.” 

“Very  good.  Then  we  must  decline  the  case.” 

“I  don’t  want  that.  What  do  you  want  to  know  him 
for  ?” 

“I  can’t  explain.  I  must,  do  this  business  in  my  own 

i 

wav. 
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“Well,  his  name  is  Seaman.” 

“  ‘Buck’  Seaman,  the  broker.” 

“Yes.” 

“What  had  he  to  do  with  it?” 

“The  stock  was  bought  up  by  many  brokers.  Buck  Sea¬ 
man  managed  that  end  of  the  business,  and  placed  the  buy¬ 
ing  orders.’’ 

“He  knew  the  whole  scheme?” 

“He  did.” 

“At  whose  suggestion  was  he  brought  into  the  deal?” 

“Hinds  suggested  him.  We  did  not  want  to  be  known.” 

“I  suppose  you  know  that  this  Buck  Seaman  has  a  very 
shady  record  ?” 

“Well,  I  have  heard  so.” 

“And  yet  you  trusted  him?” 

“We  did.  We  had  to.” 

“And  he  knew  that  these  millions  were  in  the  safe?” 

“I  suppose  he  must  have  known.  I  did  not  tell  him. 
Very  likely  Hinds  did,  but  lie  had  absolutely  no  means  of 
getting  in  here.” 

“Listen  to  his  record,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  and  he 
took  out  a  little  book  with  a  black  leather  binding  , 

O 

“This  I  call  my  black  book.  Mr.  Grossman,”  he  said. 
“Here  I  have  entered  the  names  of  various  and  sundry  peo¬ 
ple,  with  brief  notices  of  their  doings.  It  is  kept  entirelv 
for  my  own  use,  and  I  rarely  show  it  to  any  one.  I  shall. 


however,  make  an  exception  in  your  case.  I  am  now  going 
to  read. 

“Bradford  L.,  commonly  known  as  ‘Buck’  Seaman. 
Born  in  Atlanta,  (fa.;  son  of  General  Seaman,  of  the  Con¬ 
federate  service;  educated  at  Millidgeville  University ; 
studied  law  in  the  .office  of  Bauers  &  Blunt,  Atlanta  ;  .set¬ 
tled  in  Chattanooga,  Tenn. ;  practised  his  profession  three 
years;  forged  a  note  for  forty  thousand  dollars;  arrested, 
tried  and  convicted,  sentenced  to  State’s  prison  for  ten 
years - ” 

“Hold  on!  Hold  on!”  broke  in  Mr.  Crossman,  spring- 
mg  from  his  chair.  “This  can’t  be  true!” 

“Oh,  but  it  is,”  said  Old  King  Bradv.  “So  much  for 
your  safe  mystery,  Mr.  Crossman.  You  now  begin  to  see 
what  sort  of  hands  you  have  been  in." 

“By  heavens,  Hinds  must  be  in  it!"  gasped  the  broker. 
“He  must  have  known!” 

“So  much  for  coming  to  headquarters  for  information," 
said  Old.  King  Brady,  quietly.  “When  you  deal  with  the 
Bradys  you  get  the  truth.” 


CHAPTER  III. 

f 

“who's  on  the  'phone/' 


“is  there  any  more  of  it?”  asked  Mr.  Crossman,  hoarsely. 
“Yes,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Do  you  want  more?” 

“I  want  it  all.” 

“You  shall  have  it.  Let  me  finish  the  reading  from  my 
little  book.” 

“Go  on,”  replied  young  Crossman.  “Though  I  hate  to 


admit  it,  I  begin  to  think  there  must  be  something  in  all 
this.” 

“I  don’t  know  whether  there  is  or  not,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady.  “I  am  merely  stating  facts — that  is  all.” 

“Go  on,  governor,”  said  Harry. 

“Yes,”  replied  Crossman,  “do  go  on.” 

“Pardoned  by  the  Governor  of  Tennessee  at  the  end  of 
five  years,”  continued  Old  Kiug  Bradv.  “On  the  dav  he 


left  prison  a  desperate  young  burglar,  named  Jack  Tirrell 
also  got  his  discharge. 

“One  year  later  the  First  National  Bank  of  Hammond, 
Ala.,  was  burglarized,  and  the  safe  blown  all  to  pieces.  ■ 
"The  crime  was  traced  home  to  ‘Buck’  Seaman,  who  had 
settled  in  that  town  and  was  supposed  to  be  practising  b, w. 
He  was  arrested  and  sentenced  to  the  Alabama  cf  ivict 

camp  for  twenty  years,  part  of  the  graft  havinp  boon  found 
in  his  office. 

r  "Tt  is  believed  that  ho  was  assisted  in  the  job  by  Jack 
1  ir roll.  This  was  never  certainly  known,  however,  nor 
was  Tirrell  ever  seen  at  Hammond. 

“One  year  later  ‘Buck’  Seaman  managed  to  escape  /rom 
|he  camp.  He  was  never  captured,  and  it  is  supposed  that 

U‘  went  to  Tndia-  Be  [h[*  it  may,  two  years  afterward 
us  mother’s  brother  was  elected  Governor  of  Alabama. 
I>\  I  his  uncle  lie  was  pardoned. 
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“After  his  pardon  lie  had  the  bravado  to  appear  publicly 
in  Hammond.  He  was,  however,  shunned  by  all,  and  soon 
pulled  up  stakes  and  came  to  New  York. 

“The  same  year  another  uncle  died  and  left  him  a  mil¬ 
lion  dollars. 

“With  this  legacy  at  his  command  ‘Buck’  Seaman  opened 
brokerage  and  banking  offices  on  Broad  street,  purchased  a 
seat  on  the  Stock  Exchange,  and  has  since  made  money 
rapidly.  He  is,  to-day,  a  man  who  carries  his  head  very 
high,  but  is  much  addicted  to  shady  business  practices.  His 
word  is  worthless,  but  up  to  the  present  writing  his  bond  is 
good.”  _  s 

“There,  Mr.  Grossman,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  closing 
the  little  book,  “that  is  all.” 

“And  it's  enough!”  said  young  Grossman,  a  hard  look 
coming  over  his  face.  “  So  this  is  the  man  we  have  trusted. 
I  never  could  have  believed  such  a  thing.” 

“Remember,  my  dear  sir,  it  does  not  follow  at  all  that  he 
had  anything  to  do  with  the  disappearance  of  your  safe,” 
Old  King  Brady  said.  7 

“I  really  fail  to  see  how  he  could  have  had.” 

“What  about  Jack  Tirrell;  has  he  ever  been  heard  of 
since  that  was  written?”  Harry  asked. 

“Turned  up  New  York  years  ago,  apparently  rich  and 
prosperous.  He  has  figured  in  the  street,  here,  under  an 
assumed  name.”  , 

“What  name?”  asked  Grossman,  eagerly. 

“I  can't  tell  you.” 

“You  mean  vou  won’t  tell?” 

“Put  it  so,  if  you  please.  I  had  rather  not.” 

Grossman  looked  much  troubled. 

“Gan  it  be  possible  that  these  early  experiences  of  Sea¬ 
man’s  are  known  to  the  governors  of  the  Stock  Exchange?” 
he  asked. 

“I  am  very  sure  they  are  not  known,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “I  never  heard  a  breath  against  the  man,  here. 
The  information  T  have  given  you  came  direct  from  a  friend 
of  mine  in  the  South.” 

“Then  Seaman  cannot  be  his  true  name,  or  all  this  would 
have  long  ago  been  known?” 

“Seaman  is  not  his  true  name.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Again  T  must  beg  to  be  excused.” 

“Provoking!”  exclaimed  Grossman,  rising  and  beginning 
to  pace  the  floor.  “Why,  can’t  you  tell  me?” 

“Business  reasons  prevent.” 

“Bother  your  business  reasons!  Well,  never  mind,  let’s 
all  have  a  drink.” 

Grossman  produced  a  whiskey  bottle  and  glasses. 

The  Bradv-.  however,  declined. 

Tin*  broker  turned  off  a  heavy  bom. 

“Bad  stuff  for  a  young  man.  that,”  rp marked  Old  King 

Brady. 

“I  know  it,”  replied  Grossrnan. 

“Did  Mr.  Hinds  hit  it,  too?” 

“He  did.” 

“Hard?” 


* 


“At  times.  Not  lately.  Now,  gentlemen,  what  arc  we 
to  do?” 

“I’ll  tell  you  in  the  morning,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
“This  is  a  case  which  requires  much  thought.  I  haven’t 
had  time  to  do  much  thinking,  yet.” 

“1  am  all  impatience.” 

“Naturally.” 

“I  shall  see  Seaman  first  thing  in  the  morning,  and - ” 

“Say  nothing  of  what  I  have  told  you,  Mr.  Grossman,  or 

we  throw  up  the  ease,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  almost  sternly. 

* 

He  had  scarcely  spoken  when  the  telephone  bell  rang 
sharply. 

“Who  on  earth  can  that  be  at  this  hour  of  the  night?”  * 
exclaimed  Crossman.  “Mr.  Jennings,  answer  the  ’phone.” 

The  bookkeeper  called  to  through  the  half  open  door  hur¬ 
ried  to  the  telephone  closet. 

“It  is  Mr.  Seaman  wanting  to  speak  to  you,  sir,”  he 
presently  announced. 

“What  on  earth  does  this  mean?”  exclaimed  Grossman. 
“How  did  he  come  to  know  that  I  was  here?” 

“Have  you  given  Seaman  a  hint  of  what  has  occurred?” 
demanded  Old  King  Brady,  quickly. 

“Absolutely,  no!” 

“Then  it  is  surely  a  pointer.  He  must  have  some  knowl¬ 
edge  of  it,  or  he  never  would  call  you  up  so - .  But  an¬ 

swer  the  call.” 

Crossman  went  into  the  closet. 

He  was  back  again  in  a  few,  minutes. 

There  was  a  puzzled  look  upon  his  face. 

“He  wants  me  to  come  and  see  him  at  once,”  he  an¬ 
nounced. 

“Where  at?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

“At  his  rooms  in  the  Prince  Albert.” 

“Bachelor  apartment  house  on  Fifth  avenue?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  about?” 

“He  would  not  state.  He  merely  said  that  it  was  ab¬ 
solutely  essential  that  he  should  see  me  without  delay." 

“Did  you  ask  him  how  he  came  to  know  that  you  were 
here?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  did  he  say?” 

“That  he  had  called  up  my  rooms  and  could  not  get  me, 
and  thought  I  might  be  putting  in  the  night  at  the  office 
on  account  of  Hinds  being  away.” 

“A  reasonable  excuse.  Then  you  have  given  it  out  that 
Hinds  is  away?” 

“Yes.  Called  away  on  business,  is  the  way  I  have  put 
it.” 

“Sensible.  Well,  Mr.  Grossman,  you  have  to  go.  Now, 
let  me  give  you  a  piece  of  advice.” 

“Just  what  I  want.” 

“Take  us  with  you.  Introduce  us  under  our  true  names. 
Spring  us  on  Seaman,  so  to  speak,  and  I  will  probably  ho 
able  to  let  you  know  when  we  leave  the  place  whether  Sea¬ 
man  is  in  on  this  safe  mystery,  or  not.” 

“But  what  excuse  can  I  make?” 

“  l;eave  that  to  me.” 


“Can’t  help  it,  though.” 
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“  It  will  be  very  awkward.” 

“•lust  as  you  say.” 

“Well,  I'll  do  it.  1  am  in  your  hands,  gentlemen.  Do 
with  me  as  you  will.” 

A  few  moments  later  found  the  Bradys  and  young  Cross- 
man  rolling  up-town  in  the  cab  which  all  this  while  had 


been  waiting  at  the  door 


/ 


Arrived  at  the  Prince  Albert  they  found  the  night  janitor 


at  his  post. 

The  lofty  building  was  one  of  the  finest  bachelor  apart¬ 
ment  houses  in  New  York. 


It  is  always  open,  night  and  day,  and  only  men  of  wealth 
frequent  the  place. 

Crossman  presented  his  card  and  inquired  for  Seaman. 

“Mr.  Seaman  telephoned  down  a  short  time  ago  for  you 
to  go  right  up,”  said  the  janitor.  “You  will  find  the  ele¬ 
vator  right  here.” 

The  party  was  taken  to  the  tenth  floor,  upon  which  Mr. 
Seaman’s  apartments  were  located. 

Crossman  pressed  the  electric  button. 

There  was  no  answer. 

He  rang  again,  but  it  was  just  the  same. 

“Strange,”  said  Crossman. 

“Probably  he  has  fallen  asleep,”  suggested  Harry. 

“This  door  is  not  locked,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  trying 
it.  “There  is  nothing  to  prevent  us  from  walking  right 
in.” 

He  pushed  back  the  door  and  entered  an  elegantly  fur¬ 
nished  room.  • 

“Great  heavens!  What  is  this?”  gasped  Crossman, 
drawing  back  in  horror. 

“Murder!”  cried  Harry. 

It  looked  very  much  like  it. 

There,  stretched  upon  the  floor,  face  downward,  lay  a 
man  in  a  pool  of  blood. 

He  wore  an  elegant  dressing  gown,  with  embroidered 
slippers  on  his  feet. 

There  was  no  disorder  in  the  room — nothing  to  indicate 
a  struggle. 

Old  King  Brady  bent  down  over  the  body. 

“This  man  has  been  stabbed!”  he  exclaimed.  “He  is 
not  dead,  however.  We  need  a  doctor  here,  at  once.” 

“Shall  I  telephone?”  asked  Harry. 

“Yes;  for  Bunting,”  replied  the  detective.  “Unless  Mr. 
Crossman  has  some  other  idea.” 

“I  haven’t,”  replied  Crossman.  “Do  as  you  will.” 

“Telephone,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Let’s  see  where 
is  the  bedroom?  Ah!  In  there.  Help  me  to  get  him  on 
the  bed  and  get  his  clothes  off,  young  man.  We  may  save 
him.  This  bleeding  must  be  stopped.” 

“ Had  we  not  better  notify  the  janitor?”  asked  Crossman, 
who  was  all  in  a  tremble. 


“Not  necessary,  yet.” 

“But  we  may  be  accused.” 

“With  the  Bradys  to  back  you  there  need  be  no  fear. 
Quick,  Harry!  Tell  the  hello  girl  it  is  a  case  of  life  and 
death.” 

It  was  certainly  that. 


With  young  Crossman’s  help  Old  King  Brady  got  th'- 
wounded  broker  upon  the  bed,  and  stripped  off  his  clothes. 

“Buck”  Seaman  had  been  stabbed  with  a  small  stiletto, 
evidently. 

The  wound  was  just  above  the  heart. 

“You  saw  that  mark  on  his  back?”  demanded  Old  King 
Brady,  alluding  to  a  peculiar  scar  to  which  he  had  called 
Crossman’s  attention. 

“Yes.” 

“Know  what  caused  it?” 

“I  haven’t  the  faintest  idea.” 

“It  is  the  brand  of  the  Alabama  State  convict  camp.” 

“lrou  are  sure?” 

“Absolutely  certain.” 

“Then  that  settles  the  truth  of  your  story.  But,  Mr. 
Brady,  this  is  a  terrible  thing.” 

“It  is  an  attempt  at  murder,  beyond  all  doubt;  but,  Mr. 
Crossman,  we  have  much  to  do,  here.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“Before  anyone  enters  these  apartments  it  is  up  to  us 
to  go  over  Seaman’s  effects.” 

“But  is  it  legal  ?” 

“Don’t  trouble  yourself  about  that.  Keep  your  mouth 
shut,  that’s  all.  This  is  business  for  us.  I  firmly  believe 
that  we  are  on  the  right  track,  and  it  is  up  to  us  to  use 
every  means  in  our  power  to  solve  the  mystery  of  the  dis¬ 
appearance  of  your  partner  and  yopr  safe.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

\ 

IMPORTANT  DISCLOSURES. 

Harry  had  trouble  getting  Dr.  Bunting  on  the  ’phone. 

This  doctor  is  well  known  in  New  York  as  one  who  co¬ 
operates  frequently  with  the  police. 

At  last  A  oung  King  Brady  succeeded  in  getting  him  on 
the  wire,  and  was  able  to  announce  that  the  doctor  would 
be  along  as  soon  as  possible. 

“Quick  work,  now,  boy!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady. 
“Mr.  Crossman,  here  are  his  keys.  Examine  every  drawer 
and  closet.  Disturb  things  as  little  as  possible,  i  will  at¬ 
tend  to  his  clothes.” 

“It  seems  almost  ghoulish,”  muttered  Crossman. 

“Do  as  you  are  told,  boy !”  said  Old  King  Brady,  sternly. 

I  his  case  has  passed  beyond  your  control.  I  have  run 
against  this  mystery,  and  I.  propose  to  take  it  in  hand  on 
my  own  account.” 

Crossman  went  to  work  without  further  objection. 

Meanwhile,  Old  King  Brady  had  twined  a  bandage 
around  the  body  of  the  wounded  man. 

Seaman  was  a  person  of  about,  forty  years  of  a^e  laree 
and  florid. 

He  looked  like  an  intelligent  man.  and  one  accustomed 
to  good  living. 

His  surroundings  were  of  the  most  elegant  description. 
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Evidently  “Buck”  Seaman  had  everything  about  him 
:o  make  life  enjoyable. 

Now,  however,  he  lay  in  the  bed,  with  the  sheet  drawn 
over  him,  quite  unconscious,  hovering  between  life  and 
death. 

Old  King  Brady  recognized  the  cause  of  the  unconscious¬ 
ness. 

There  was  a  dark  lump  on  the  forehead. 

In  falling  the  man  had  evidently  struck  on  the  left  tem¬ 
ple. 

The  blow  must  have  been  a  severe  one. 

The  old  detective  thought  that  this  alone  might  be  suf¬ 
ficient  to  cause  death. 

Finding  that  there  was  no  possibility  of  reviving  the  un¬ 
fortunate  man,  Old  King  Brady  hastily  went  through  his 
pockets — searching  his  clothes  thoroughly. 

The  first  thing  he  found  was  a  bunch  of  keys. 

These,  as  has  been  said,  he  turned  over  to  Crossman. 

This  was  only  done  to  keep  the  broker  busy. 

Young  King  Brady,  by  the  whispered  order  of  the  de¬ 
tective,  stood  over  him  as  he  made  the  search. 

Nothing  was  found  in  the  least  bearing  on  the  mystery  of 
the  safe  or  the  disappearance  of  Mr.  Hinds. 

Old  King  Brady  was  more  fortunate. 

Perceiving  that  something  was  hidden  in  the  lining  of 
Seaman’s  vest,  Old  King  Brady  ripped  open  the  lining  at 
the  bottom  and  took  it  out.  *  • 

It  proved  to  be  a.  folded  paper  gotten  up  in  legal  style. 

“A  prize,”  thought  Old  King  Brady,  as  he  hastily 
pocketed  it.  “In  case  he  lies  this  way  for  a  few  days — and 
it  looks  as  though  he  might — nothing  could  serve  my  pur¬ 
pose  better.  It  will  take  us  right  in  among  the  bulls  and 
bears  of  Wall  street,  which  will  be  a  big  step  toward  suc¬ 
cess.” 

The  nature  of  this  document  will  be  made  plain  later  on. 

“Nothing  doing  here,  governor!”  exclaimed  Harry,  at 
last.  “Hadn’t  I  better  notify  the  janitor,  now?” 

“Yes,”  replied  Old. King  Brady.  “Go  on.” 

The  janitor  was  upstairs  within  five  minutes. 

He  was  a  nervous  man,  and  came  hustling  into  the  room 
in  a  state  of  excitement. 

The  shields  of  the  detectives  brought  him  off  his  high 
horse,  which  he  seemed  a  little  disposed  to  ride. 

“Whose  work  is  this?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady, 
sternly.  “Who  was  here  with  Mr.  Seaman  just  before  we 
came?” 

“It  was  a  young  man,”  replied  the  janitor.  “He  went 
out  about  ten  minutes  before  you  came  in.” 

k,His  name?” 

“I’ve  forgotten  it.  He  often  came  to  see  Mr.  Seaman, 
and  stayed  late.  I  can’t  call  his  name,  to  save  my  life.” 

“Try  and  bru.sh  up  your  memory.” 

“No  use.  I  can’t  tell  you  his  name.” 

“How  long  was  he  here?" 

“  Since  eleven  o’clock,  sir.  He  was  always  coming, 
and - ” 

“And  you  -aid  that  before.  He  was  tall  and  dark?” 

•‘On  the  contrary,  he  was  short  and  light.” 


“Thin  or  fat?” 

“Neither  one  nor  the  other.  He  was  wTell  built  enough  ” 

“He  and  Mr.  Seaman  were  friends?” 

“Must  have  been.  He  was  always  coming  here  and - ” 

“And  that  makes  the  third  time  you  have  said  it.  Did  he 
show  any  signs  of  excitement  when  he  went  out  to-night?” 

“Not  that  I  noticed.” 

“Did  he  say  anything?” 

“Not  a  word.” 

“About  Mr.  Seaman,  was  he  a  man  of  regular  habits ?” 

“Not  very.” 

“Out  a  great  deal?” 

“More  or  less.” 

“Heavy  drinker?” 

“Not  to  show  it;  I  can’t  tell.” 

“Prompt  pay?” 

“Oh,  yes.” 

“Any  enemies  that  you  know  of?” 

“No.” 

“About  his  friends.  Did  he  have  many  visitors?” 

“Veryffew,  except  this  young  man  and  Mr.  Hinds.” 

“Hinds!”  exclaimed  Crossman.  “Was  Mr.  Hinds  in 
the  habit  of  coming  here?” 

“Very  often,”  replied  the  janitor. 

“For  how  long  a  time?” 

“Ever  since  I  have  been  here,  and  that’s  two  years.” 

“Did  you  never  know  it?”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  of 
Crossman. 

“Never,”  replied  Crossman.  “I  always  supposed  that 
they  were  only  acquainted  in  a  business  way.  I  confess  I 
am  surprised.” 

“There  is  more  than  one  bit  of  mystery  hanging  around 
your  Mr.  Hinds,  it  seems.” 

“It  appears  so.  I  feel  very  uneasy,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Keep  cool.  Here  comes  the  doctor,  ainless  I  greatly 
mistake.” 

The  ring  at  the  door  bell  announced  Dr.  Bunting,  as  Old 
King  Brady  had  supposed. 

The  doctor  was  a  silent  man  of  much  skill  in  his  profes¬ 
sion. 

He  had  frequently  been  called  upon  to  serve  in  connection 
with  the  old  detective,  whom  he  held  in  the  highest  respect. 

“What  is  all  this,  Brady?”  he  asked. 

Old  King  Brady  explained. 

Dr.  Bunting  proceeded  to  examine  the  wounded  man. 

“The  wound  is  a  bad  one,  but  not  necessarily  fatal,”  he 
finally  said.  “You  have  done  all  that  could  be  done,  Brady. 
The  worst  is  the  blow  on  the  head.  That  is  the  cause  of 
his  unconsciousness.” 

“Skull  fractured?” 

“No.  Merely  a  severe  concussion,  but  it  is  in  a  bad 
place.  He  may  never  recover  consciousness,  but  it  will  not 
be  from  the  effects  of  the  wound.” 

“A  case  for  the  hospital,  doctor?” 

“Most  undoubtedly.” 

“Will  you  attend  to  it  in  all  its  details?” 

“Certainly,  if  you  wish  it.  Is  this  a  case  of  yours?” 
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“(Ain't  tell,  yet.  It  is  of  the  highest  importance  that  this 
man's  ante-mortem  statement  be  obtained,  however-” 


arm 


This  is  great  !”  he  exclaimed.  ‘*1  can't  lmdestand  it 
f  never  dreamed  that  Hinds  was  so  deep  in  ‘Buck  Seaman  - 


“It  shall  be  be,  if  possible,  Brady.” 

“Then  we  shall  leave  all  to  you  and  retire.” 

“As  you  will.  I  will  telephone  for  an  ambulance.  I 
think  1  shall  send  him  to  the  Flower  Hospital.  Their  sur¬ 
geons  are  very  skillful,  and  everything  is  new  and  up-to- 
date.” 

“  It  is  for  you  to  say.  Mr.  Crossman,  Harry,  1  want  to 
consult  you  in  the  next  room,  please.  By  the  way,  doctor, 
will  you  please  notify  the  police.  1  do  not  wish  to  appear 
in  this  case.  You  can  mention  my  name  in  your  report,  of 
course,  and  I  shall  be  on  hand  at  the  inquest.  If  the  man 
dies  I  shall  undertake  the  investigation,  but  not  otherwise, 
for  reasons  which  I  will  explain  to  you  later  on.” 

“All  right,”  said  the  doctor.  “Everything  shall  be  just 
as  you  say.” 

The  Bradys  and  Mr.  Crossman  now  retired  to  an  inner 

\  • 

room  of  the  suite. 

This  was  fitted  up  as  a  gymnasium  on  a  small  scale. 

“Well,  Mr.  Crossman,  what  do  you  think  of  it  all,  now?” 
the  old  detective  asked. 

“I  am  more  in  the  dark  than  ever.  This  has  howled  me 
clean  out.” 

“You  have  no  suggestion  to  offer  about  the  murderer?” 

“None.” 

“You  know  but  little  about  Mr.  Seaman's  habits,  outside 
of  business  ?” 

“Next  to  nothing.” 

/ 

“Was  he  a  club  man?” 

“Yes;  but  he  did  not  belong-  to  my  club.” 

“You  can't  imagine  who  this  young  man,  who  visited 
him  to-night,  can  be?” 

“I  haven't  the  faintest  idea.” 

“That  ends  it — but  stay!  Can  you  imagine  why  Mr. 
Hinds  visited  hipi  at  his  rooms?” 

“Well,  they  frequently  met  in  a  business  way.” 

“And  was  there  no  reason  why  he  should  not  come  here 
if  he  chose?” 

“None.” 

“Still,  he  never  told  you  that  he  was  in  the  habit  of  doing 
so?”  .  , 

“Never.” 

“Enough.  Now,  I  am  going  to  prove  to  you — oh,  one 
question  more.  Whose  idea  was  it  to  make  this  corner  on 
T.,&  S.  W.?” 

“Hinds  suggested  it.  He  was  our  business  man.” 

“And  you  ?” 

“Well,  you  can  call  rne  a  dummy,  if  you  wish.  T  was  the 
capitalist  of  the  concern,  that’s  all.’'’ 

“Good.  As  I  was  saying,  I  am  going  to  prove  to  you 
that  your  partner  was  on  the  most  intimate  relations  with 
Mr.  Seaman  outside  of  business.” 

“I  am  prepared  to  hear  it.”  ^  ' 

“Look  at  this.” 

Old  King  Brady  produced  the  paper. 

Mr.  Crossman  looked  it  over,  his  face  showing  his  sur¬ 
prise. 


confidence  as  this.”  % 

“May  1  ask  what  it’s  all  about?”  remarked  Harry.  “I 
am  getting  interested,  too.” 

“Why  it’s  a  power  of  attorney  in  Hinds'  favor,”  replied 
Old  King  Brady.  “In  addition  there  is  a  clause  giving  the 
firm  of  Crossman  &  Hinds  absolute  power  to  manage  ‘Buck’ 
Seaman's  business  in  case  of  his  sudden  death  or  disability." 

“You  don’t  mean  it,  governor?” 

“That’s  what  it  is,”  remarked  Crossman.  “And  I  never 
was  more  surprised  in  my  life,  Mr.  Brady.  Where  did  you 
get  this?” 

“From  the  lining  of  ‘Buck'  Seaman’s  vest.  Do  you  no¬ 
tice  these  letters  and  figures ‘on  the  margin  ?” 

“Bless  me,  yes!  Can  they  be  the  combination  of  hi? 
safe  ?” 

“Unquestionably.” 

“This  is  a  remarkable  document.” 

“So  remarkable  that  it  puts  you  in  absolute  control  of 
‘Buck'  Seaman's  office  and  business  affairs  until  he  recovers 
and  can  revoke  it.  Turn  over  the  page  now.” 

“More  of  it,  by  gracious!” 

“  Yres ;  his  will !” 

“As  you  say.” 

“Read!” 

“Great  Scott !  It  leaves  all  to  that  convict,  John  Tirreli, 
of  whom  you  spoke.” 

“You  see,  I  was  right.” 

“And  Hinds  i,y  the  executor.  I  am  more  and  more 
amazed.” 

I 

“We  are  sailing  in  deep  waters,  Mr.  Crossman.  This 
affair  is  most  fortunate  for  us.” 

“It  opens  my  eyes.  If  Hinds  ever  turns  up  he  will  have 
to  explain,  or  I  will  promptly  dissolve  the  firm.” 

“I  doubt  if  lie  ever  will  turn  up.” 

“Why  do  you  say  it?” 

“Well,  Mr.  Crossman,  the  time  has  come  for  me  to  speak 
out  plainly.  I  told  you  that  Jack  Tirreli  had  figured  around 
Wall  street  of  late.” 

“Yes,  yes;” 

“But  I  refused  to  tell  you  under  what  name.  T  am  soum 

v  o  o 

to  tell  it  now.” 

“Stop  !  I  can  guess  !  Oh.  how  could  I  be  so  deceived?” 

“And  your  guess?” 

“Henry  Hinds.” 

“Right.” 

“Mr.  Brady,  1  ve  been  robbed  by  mv  own  partner.” 

“Not  certain.  Still,  it  looks  that  wav.” 

“But  the  safe?  How  could  lie  have  got  it  out  of  the 
office  ?” 

“There  is  the  mystery,  and  it  is  onlv  to  he  solved  hv  hard 
work.” 

Hong  work?  If  you  say  that  1  am  ruined.” 

“I  do  not  know.  I  have  a  plan." 

“Name  it.” 

“You  must  act  promptly  on  this  power  of  attorney.” 

“  Yes — well  ?” 
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“To-morrow  morning,  first  tiling,  you  show  up  at  ‘Buck’ 
Seaman's  office  and  take  possession  of  everything.” 

“Don't  1  need  an  order  from  the  courts ?” 

“Not  at  all  with  that  document  in  your  possession,  as 
you  ought  to  know.” 


“  l  am  ashamed  to  confess  that  I  am  really  very  green 
about  business.” 

“Never  mind.  You  have  business  enough  of  your  own 
to  occupy  you,  and  for  ‘Buck'  Seaman's  you  will  need  a 
manager." 

“Can- you  suggest  one?” 

“That's  what  I  mean  to  do.  His  name  is  Maldon.  He 
wiiyie  at  'Seaman’s  .office  at  eleven  o’clock,  and  with  him 
will  appear  a  young  man  who  is  to  act  as  bookkeeper.  They 
are  to  be  promptly  engaged.” 

“It  shall  be  done.  I  think  I  know  these  people.” 

‘‘Yes?  Name  them?” 

“Name  of  Brady.” 

“Ha!”  exclaimed  the  detective,  “you  are  brightening  up. 
Now,  go  home.  Take  one  good  drink  of  whiskey  and  go  to 
bed.  To-morrow  swear  off  until  this  mystery  is  solved.” 

“I'll  do  it,”  replied  Crossman. 

Soon  after  they  left  the  Prince  Albert,  and  separated  for 
the  night. 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE  BRADYS  TURN  BROKERS. 


Great  was  the  astonishment  of  Mr.  Roylott,  “Buck”  Sea¬ 
man’s  bookkeeper,  when  he  opened  his  paper  next  morning 
on  the  way  down-town. 

On  the  first  page,  first  column,  was  startling  news. 

Mr.  Seaman,  his  principal,  had  been  assaulted  and  prob¬ 
ably  murdered  in  his  apartments  at  a  late  hour  the  night 

before. 

The  report  went  on  to  say  that  the  unfortunate  man  had 
been  discovered  by  Mr.  Arthur  Crossman,  better  known  as 
the  “Boy  Broker,”  senior  partner  of  Crossman  &  Hinds. 

No  mention  was  made  of  the  Bradys. 

Old  King  Brady’s  prompt  use  of  the  telephone  had  pre¬ 
vented  that. 

The  latest  reports  from  the  Flower  Hospital  stated  that 
Mr.  Seaman  still  remained  unconscious,  hovering  between 
life  and  death. 

Mr.  Roylott  opened  up  the  office  in  a  great  state  of  ex¬ 
citement. 

He  took  his  books  from  the  small  safe,  not  disturbing  the 
larger  one,  for  he  did  not  know  the  combination,  and  had 
carcely  laid  them  on  the  desk  when  the  door  opened  and 
Mr.  Arthur  (  Vo.— man  entered. 

The  “Boy  Broker”  was  dressed  with  his  usual  care,  and 
was  puffing  away  at  a  large  cigar. 

“Good  morning,”  he  said.  “  I  suppose  you  have  seen  the 
paper?  You  know  what  has  occurred  ?” 

“p  is  dreadful !”  exclaimed  Mr.  Roylott.  “I  am  so  glad 
you  ha  >c  come  to  tell  me  about  it. 


“Well,  there  is  not  much  to  tell,  more  than  has  been  pub¬ 
lished.  I  am  in  charge  here.” 

“You,  sir?”  cried  Roylott. 

“Exactly.  My  firm  holds  a  power  of  attorney  from 
Seaman.  Here  it  is.”  * 

Mr.  Roylott  put  on  his  eyeglasses  and  glanced  over  the 
document  in  amazement. 

“This  is  strange  business,  Mr.  Crossman,”  he  said.  “I 
never  had  a  hint  of  this.” 

“No?” 

“No,  indeed.” 

“Still  it  is  a  fact.  Mr.  Hinds  is  out  of  town,  and  won’t  be 
back  for  several  days.  In  the  meanwhile  I  shall  have  to 
act  for  him.” 

“Very  well,  sir ;  1  am  at  your  service.” 

“That’s  just  it,”  replied  Crossman.  “I  have  no  time  to 
attend  to  this  business,  so  I  have  engaged  a  manager — a 
Mr.  Maldon — to  look  after  it.  He  will  be  here  presently 
and  take  charge.” 

“Indeed  !”  said  the  bookkeeper.  “Well,  I  suppose  I  shall 
have  to  put  myself  under  Mr.  Maldon's  management — that's 
all.” 

“I  don’t  know  how  that  will  be,”  continued  Crossman. 
“I  shall  expect' you  to  remain,  of  course,  and  your  salary 
will  go  on  just  the  same,  but  I  understood  Maldon  to  say 
that  he  would  bring  his  own  bookkeeper.” 

“What?” 

“You  heard.” 

“I  am  not  likely  to  submit  to  that.” 

“You  will  have  to.” 

“I’ll  not  give  up  the  books  until  I  consult  a  lawyer.  This 
is  a  little  too  sudden,  Mr.  Crossman.  I - ” 

“Do  what  you  like,”  broke  in  Crossman.  “You  will 
have  to  give  up. the  books.  If  you  don’t  I  shall  direct  Mr. 
Maldon  to  take  means  to  make  you.  Your  salary  continues 
in  either  case  until  Mr.  Seaman  recovers  or  dies,  in  which 
event  Mr.  Hinds  is  named  .executor  of  his  will.  Good 
morning,  Mr.  Roylott.  I  doubt  if  it  pays  you  to  make 
trouble,  but,  of  course,  you  will  do  as  you  please.” 

Mr.  Crossman  then  withdrew. 

He  had  not  been  gone  five  minutes  before  a  tall,  elderly 
gentleman,  with  a  heavy  black  beard,  accompanied  by  a 
foppishly  dressed  young  fellow,  with  fiery  red  hair,  came  in. 

“Mr.  Roylott?”  asked  the  older  man. 

“My  name,”  said  the  bookkeeper. 

“And  mine  is  Maldon.  Here  is  a  note  from  Mr.  Cross- 
man  to  you.  I  presume  he  has  been  here  and  explained  the 
situation;  if  not,  the,  note  will  do  it.  Let  me  introduce 
Mr.  Ryan,  who  will  take  charge  of  the  books." 

Mr.  Roylott  was  trembling  all  over  as  he  read  the  loiter 
of  introduction. 

“I  suppose  i  shall  have  to  submit,”  he  said,  “but  I  shall 
take  legal  advice.” 

“Do  as  you  like  about  that.  Ryan,  proceed  with  your 
duties,  please.” 

Mr.  Roylott  clapped  on  his  hat  and  left  the  office  in  high 
dudgeon. 


/ 


13 


THU  BRADYS  AMONG  THE  BULLS  AND  BEARS. 


<k\Yo  aro  going  to  have  trouble  with  that  fellow,  governor,” 
Harry  remarked. 

Of  course  Messrs.  Maldon  and  Ryan  were  only  the 
Bradys  in  disguise. 

“1  expect  it,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“Wouldn’t  it  have  been  better  to  have  let  him  stay  in 
charge  ?” 

“Impossible.  I  am  not  as  much  on  a  set  of  brokers’ 
books  as  I  might  be,  while  you,  on  the  other  hand,  are 
thoroughly  posted  in  that  line.  There  is  no  time  for  quar¬ 
rels.  We  must  surround  this  situation  at  once.” 

“We  are  safe  to  hold  the  fort?” 

“Absolutely.  He  can’t  get  behind  a  power  of  attorney.” 

“What  is  to  be  our  first  move?” 

“I  want  you  to  study  the  books  carefully,  and  let  me 
know  how  the  business  stands — especially  in  regard  to  the 
T.  &  S.  W.  deal.” 

“All  right.  Will  you  open  the  big  safe?” 

“Yes.  If  I  can  work  the  combination.” 

“I  suppose  it  may  have  been  changed  since  Buck  Seaman 
.  wrote  it  out  on  the  power  of  attorney.” 

“Surely.  But  we  shall  soon  know.” 

The  combination  had  not  been  changed. 

Old  King  Brady  had  the  safe  open  in  two  minutes’  time. 

Buck  Seaman’s  bunch  of  keys  gave  him  access  to  all  the 
inside  locked  compartments. 

It  looked  like  a  clear  course  for  the  Bradys,  and  the  old 
detective  said  as  much  to  Harry  as  he  threw  back  the  big 
door  of  the  safe. 

“While  we  have  a  chance  I  wish  you  would  tell  me  your 
real  opinion  about  this*  business,  governor,”  Harry  re¬ 
marked. 

“Why  it  is  hard  to  say  if  I  have  an  opinion,”  replied 
Old  King  Brady.  “It  is  by  no  means  sure  that  we  are  on 
the  right  track.” 

“Does  it  seem  likely  that  Hinds  would  rob  his  partner 
on  the  eve  of  this  stock  corner  being  consummated,  when 
he  had  a  chance  to  make  money  by  letting  the  deal  go 
through  ?” 

“That’s  the  main  point.” 

“So  I  think.  What  is  your  explanation?” 

“Supposing  Hinds  to  have  been  crooked  in  the  business — 
and  it  is  by  no  means  certain  that  lie  is — 1  figure  it  out  that 
the  temptation  was  too  strong  for  him.  He  is  a  burglar  by 
instinct.  The  knowledge  that  the  safe  contained  millions 
was  too  much  for  him,  and  he  fell.” 

“  Perhaps  the  money  was  more  than  his  share  in  the  prof¬ 
its  of  the  deal  would  have  been.” 

“In  that  case,  if  he  was  inclined  to  be  crooked  he  would 
not  hesitate  an. instant.” 

“But  the  safe?  How  could  it  have  been  removed?” 

“That’s  the  stickler,  first,  last  and  all  the  time.” 

“It  could  never  have  been  taken  away  unknown  to  the 
officer  on  the  beat,  or  without  the  help  of  a  professional 
safe  mover?” 

“  Nev,jr.” 

“But  with  their  help  it  might  have  been  done.” 

“Very  easily.” 


“Still  you  have  not  examined  the  officer?” 

“Not  yet;  but  I  shall.” 

“You  don’t  think  it  was  so  taken  away.” 

“I  confess  I  don’t.” 

“Then  it  must  still  be  on  the  premises.” 

“Of  course.” 

“But  where?” 

“I  haven’t  examined  the  premises  yet,  Harry.  I  don’t 
know,  and  what  is  more — business — business  !  Ah,  good 
morning,  miss  !  What  can  I  do  for  you  ?” 

The  office  door  had  opened  and  a  stylishly  dressed  young 
lady  of  considerable  beauty,  entered. 

“Good  morning,”  she  said,  in  an  agitated  way.  “Is  it 
true  about  Mr.  Seaman  ?  I  was  so  horrified  when  I  read*the 
paper  this  morning,  that  I  ordered  my  carriage  and  came 
right  down-town  to  find  out.” 

“It  is  quite  true,  I  regret  to  say,  miss,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady,  placing  a  chair.  “Whom  have  I  the  honor  of  ad¬ 
dressing?” 

“I  am  Miss  Brewster,  a  customer  of  Mr.  Seaman’s,”  was 
the  reply.  “Has  Mr.  Roylott  come  yet?” 

“  Mr.  Roylott  has  stepped  out.  I  am  Mr.  Maldon.  I  am 
in  charge  of  the  business  now.” 

“Indeed.  I  wish  to  invest  about  twenty  thousand  dollars 
in  some  stock  which  is  likely  to  rise.” 

“We  can  put  you  right  on  that  later  in  the  day,  Miss 
Brewster.  I  have  not  been  on  the  street  for  a  vear  or  so. 

V 

I  shall  have  to  study  the  market  a  bit  before  I  could  give 
any  advice.” 

“Then  I  can  call  this  afternoon?” 

“You  may,  certainly.  I  shall  try  to  have  the  answer 
ready  for  you. 

Miss  Brewster  rose  to  go. 

“By  the  way,  is  it  known  who  assaulted  Mr.  Seaman?” 
she  asked. 

“Is  it  not,  miss,  so  far  as  I  am  aware.” 

“It  is  very  sad.” 

“Very.” 

“It  makes  one  feel  as  if  there  was  no  safetv  for  anv  of 
us.” 

“It  does,  indeed.  Good  morning,  Miss  Brewster.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  anxious  to  get  rid  of  this  would-be 
customer,  apparently. 

He  threw  the  door  open  and  was  bowing  her  out  before  she 
made  a  move  to  go. 

“Pretty  girl  that,  governor,”  remarked  Harry,  as  soon 
as  she  had  gone. 

“Handsome  is  as  handsome  docs,”  grunted  Old  Kimr 
Brady.  “That  girl  has  nerves  of  iron  and  a  heart  of 
stone.” 

“Aren’t  you  in  a  hurry  to  judge  her?” 

“Never  trust  a  woman  who  looks  out  of  her  eves  at  you  a> 

Miss  Brewster  looked  at  me,  Harry,”  replied  the  detective, 
firmly. 

“But,  now  to  jump  in  and  do  up  this  mail,”  he  added. 
“We  have  got  to  work  like  chain  lightning  if  we  expect  to 
save  Crossman’s  credit.” 

“And  his  life.” 
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"Bah!  That  boy  will  never  blow  his  brains  out.  He 
!  hadn't  am  to  blow.”  grunted  Old  King  Brady. 

He  seized  the  pile  of  letters  on  Mr.  Seaman’s  desk  and 
j  began  opening  them. 

Harry  tackled  the  books. 

Young  King  Brady  had  been  trained  as  a  bookkeeper 
when  a  boy. 

He  was  a  thorough  master  of  the  business. 

Buck  Seaman's-  books  were  simple  and  had  been  care¬ 
fully  kept. 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  Harry  knew  all  about  the  state 
of  the  business. 

Old  King  Brady  meanwhile  had  gone  through  about  a 
hundred  letters.  * 

Neither,  during  all  this  time  had  uttered  a  word. 

Old  King  Brady  had  separated  three  letters  from  the 
rest. 

He  laid  down  his  paper  cutter  and  took  these  up. 

“Well,  boy,  how  are  you  getting  along?”  he  asked. 

“All  right,”  replied  Harry.  “I  think  I  understand  the 
situation  here.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“Simply  this.  Unless  Buck  Seaman  has  some  other  re¬ 
sources  than  show  here,  he  is  a  busted  community.” 

“Y"ou  don't  mean  it?”  /  • 

“Oh,  but  1  do!  He  has  only  $5,000  in  bank/and  owes 
$20,000,  all  due  before  the  end  of  the  week.” 

“Phew!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “The  man  is 
reckoned  rich.  How  can  it  be?” 

* 

“The  profit  and  loss  account  shows.” 

“Explain.” 

“Within  two  months  the  man  has  dropped  over  a  million, 
mostly  in  bearing  Northwestern  stock,  which  of  late  seems 
to  have  been  on  the  rise.” 

“The  losses  have  all  been  charged  up?” 

“They  have.  These  books  have  been  very  carefully  kepf.” 

“What  about  his  commissions  on  purchases  of  T.  &  S.  W. 
for  Crossman  &  Hinds?  Won’t  they  offset  it  any?” 

“Some,  I  suppose,  but  they  could  not  possibly  cover  the 
deficiency.” 

“How  about  that  stock?  Has  he  bought  it  outright?” 

“Some  of  it;  not  very  much.  It  seems  to  have  been 
bought  of  a  dozen  different  firms  on  three  days’  delivery.” 

“It  will  all  come  tumbling  in  to-morrow,  then?” 

“That’s  what.” 

“Harry,  this  looks  suspicious.” 

“When  we  come  to  consider  the  man’s  record,  very  much 
-o,  governor.” 

“And  Seaman  is  practically  a  bankrupt,  then?” 

“Hopelessly  bankrupt  if  these  books  have  been  correctly 

kept.” 

“Hum!  1  wish  now  1  had  not  let  the  bookkeeper  go 
out.  He  might  bo  able  to  explain.  Now,  listen  to  these 
letter-.  They  may  throw  some  light  on  the  affair.” 

“All  right,  governor.  Fire  away.” 

Old  King  Brady  read  as  follows: 


“Buck:  Nothing  doing.  You  have  put  yourself  into  a 
hole,  and  now  it  is  up  to  you  to  get  out  of  it  the  best  way 
you  can.  I  can’t  let  you.  have  a-  cent,  except  on  gilt  edge 
security.  Yours, 

“J.  C.  Lockwood.” 


“Lockwood  &  Lamb,  I  suppose?”  said  Harry. 
“Yes.” 

“He  was  on  the  borrow.” 

“Evidently.  Here’s  the  next: 


“Dear  Mr.  Seaman  :  I  don’t  see  how  I  can  do  anything 
for  you.  We  sold  you  the  10,000  T.  &  S.  W.  in  good  faith, 
and  shall  deliver  on  time.  The  trouble  you  are  in  with  C. 
&  H.  is  nothing  to  us.  You  will  have  to  make  good  or  the 
stock  must  be  sold  under  the  rule  for  your  account. 


“Very  truly,  D.  H.  Lyon.” 


“Lyon  &  Rich,”  said  Harry.  “Say,  this  man  is  near  to 
losing  his  seat.” 

“That’s  right.  “He  seems  to  be  getting  it  in  the  neck 
on  both  sides  of  the  market.  Lockwood  is  a  noted  bull,  and 
Lyon  an  equally  noted  bear.  But,  hear  the  third : 

^My  Dear  Buck:  I  am  truly  sorry  for  your  troubles. 
Where  can  Hinds  be  ?  Has  he  gone  on  a  tear  ?  Is  it  pos¬ 
sible  that  Baby  Crossman  is  busted  at  last.  Why,  man, 
they  have  a  cinch  in  T.  &  S.  W.  If  that  stock  can  be  held 
in  the  corner  it  is  bound  to  make  the^n  a  million  inside  of 
a  week.  I’d  wullingly  jump  into  the  breach  if  I  could 
raise  the  dough,  but  that’s  impossible.  The  only  thing  I 
can  think  of  is  for  you  to  do  a  job  for  the  Bulls  and  Bears. 
They  meet  at  the  club  room  at  three  o’clock.  Why  not  go 
there  and  offer  your  services?  If  you  can't  make  up  your 
mind  to  showT  yourself  on  such  an  errand,  send  some  one  to 
act  for  you.  I  inclose  a  pass  card  in  blank,  and  you  can 
fill  up  any  name  you  please.  They  pay  big  money  for  good 
service.  Others  have  had  to  resort  to  such  methods,  and 
why  not  you?  Think  it  over. 

“Yours  as  ever,  Jim.” 


“What  on  earth  does  all  that  mean?”  demanded  Harry. 
“Give  it  up.” 

“Did  you  ever  hear  of  this  Bulls  and  Bears  Club?” 
“Never.” 

“Evidently  it  is  crooked.” 

“Looks  so.” 

“But  who  is  Jim?” 

“The  pass  card  explains.  Here  it  is.” 

Old  King  Bradv  handed  Harry  a  handsomely  engraved 
visiting  card. 

Mr.  James  Rodman. 
was  the  name  it  bore. 

Above  and  below  the  name  the  following  was  scrawled  in 
lead  pencil: 
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“Admit  Mr. - on  my  account.  1  vouch  for  him. 

Ue  is  to  be  trusted,  and  represents  a  prominent  member  of 
the  board.  J.  Rodman.” 

On  the  back  of  the  card  was  written : 

“No. - ■  Broadway,  Room  40fc  Knock  three  times.” 

“There's  mystery  for  you,”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady. 
“Well,  there  is  always  something  doing  when  one  gets 
among  the  Bulls  and  Bears.” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  TACKLES  THE  BULLS  AND  BEARS. 

Actual  business  began  a  few  minutes  later. 

A  gentleman  came  in,  and  after  some  preliminary  talk 
about  the  assault  on  Mr.  Seaman,  left  an  order  to  buy 

several  blocks  of  stock. 

*  '  / 

Old  King  Brady  hurried  out  on  the  street  and  placed  it 
with  a  broker  of  his  acquaintance. 

Harry  had  two  other  clerks  waiting  for  him  upon  his  re¬ 
turn,  and  the  consequence  was  he  had  to  rush  right  out 
again. 

This  did  not  please  Old  King  Brady  a  bit. 

He  came  in  all  out  of  breath  and  very  warm. 

“Anything  more  doing?”  he  demanded. 

“No,”  replied  Harry. 

*  “Glad  of  it.  I  didn’t  come  here  to  play  broker’s  boy. 
We  are  losing  time.  We  shall  have  to  refuse  business,  at 
least  for  the  rest  of  the  day.” 

“1  agree  with  you.  By  the  way,  the  bookkeeper  was  in 
again.” 

“He  was,  eh!  Well,  what  did  he  have  to  say  for  him¬ 
self?” 

“Nothing,  much.  He  was  boiling  drunk  and  full  of 
tight.”  ‘ 

“The  deuce  !  What  did  you  do?” 

“Fired  him  out.  He  threatened  to  have  us  both  ar¬ 
rested.” 

“The  miserable  shrimp!  Let  him  go  to  thunder.  Think 
lie  knows  anything  about  the  true  state  of  Buck  Seaman’s 
business?  But  that's  a  foolish  question.  He  must]  of 
course.” 

“He  knows  all  about  it.  He  kept  roaring  out  about  Sea¬ 
man  being  busted,  and  that  he  was  a  fraud,  and  there  was 
money  due  him — due  the  bookkeeper,  1  mean.” 

“I  understand,  and  1  am  glad  this  happened.  It  shows' 
that  the  fellow  is  harmless  and  knows  nothing  of  Seaman’s 
inner  life,  whatever  knowledge  he  may  have  of  the  books.” 

“Exactly.  I  was  thinking — bother !  Here  comes  some¬ 
one  else.  We  shall  never  find  a  chance  to  get  down  to  busi¬ 
ness,  f  am  afraid.” 

An  uncertain  footstep  was  heard  in  the  hall  outside. 


“That  fellow  is  drunk,  whoever  he  is,”  muttered  0[d 
King  Brady. 

“Probably  it  is  the  bookkeeper  back  again,”  Harry  re¬ 
plied.  ' 

But  it  wasn't. 

The  door  opened  to  admit  Arthur  Crossman,  the  “Boy 
Broker.” 

He  had  been  hitting  the  hard  stuff  .heavier  than  ever. 

It  was  all  lie  could  do  to  tumble  into  a  chair. 

But  drunk  as  lie  was  young  Crossman  perfectly  retained 
his  powers  of  speech. 

He  did  not  even  speak  thickly,  and  seemed  to  know  just 
what  he  was  talking  about,  too. 

“Well,  what  have  you  fellows  done?”  he  demanded.  “Is 
there  any  hope  for  me?” 

“Mighty  little,  young  man,  while  you  keep  on  turning 
down  the  whiskey  the  way  you  do,”  Old  King  Brady  re¬ 
plied. 

“  Oh,  forget  that !  I  am  not  here  to  have  you  read  me  the 
moral  law,  Brady.  Roylott  has  been  to  see  me.  He  says 
you  are  raising  the  deuce  here.” 

“Mr.  Roylott  went  away  in  a  huff  and  came  back  drunk. 
We  want  nothing  to  do  with  him,  nor - ” 

“Nor  with  me,  either,  while  I'm  loaded,  I  suppose  you 
mean  to  ^ay  ?” 

“I’m  thinking  it,  Mr.  Crossman.” 

“Ah,  the  blazes  with  you  mistering.  Call  me  Arthur, 
same  as  my  friends  do.  I’m  all  right.  Jjust  let  me  sit 
here  a  few  minutes  and  the  effects  of  that  bad  cocktail  will 
wear  away.” 

“I  can't  talk  business  with  a  man  in  vour  condition,  but 
I  can  give  up  the  case  if  you  wish,”  Old  King  Brady  said. 

“Don't  say  that,”  cried  Crossman,  in  great  alarm.  “I'm 
not  interfering  with  you  in  any  ifay,  and  don’t  propose  to. 
see!  I  came  here  with  a  proposition — that’s  all.” 

“Well,  what  is  it?” 

“Now,  don't  look  at  me  that  way,  Brady.  I'm  clear¬ 
headed  enough,  although  you  mightn’t  think  it.  Hear 
what  I  have  to  say.” 


“All  right.  Go  on.” 

“Why  don't  you  take  up  this  T.  &  S.  W.  stock?  It’s  a 
big  thing— biggest  of  the  season.  We  can  drive  the  stock 


up  twenty  points  if  we  can  only  accept  deliverv  on  time, 
to-morrow.  The  road  will  be  absolutely  in  our  control.” 

“I  am  no  stock  speculator,  Mr.  Crossman.  That's  out 
of  my  line.” 

“But  they  say  you  are  as  rich  as  mud.  You  could  raise 
a  million  easy,  and  that  will  do  it— at  lea  A  it  will  hold  lie 
stock  till  we  can  fully  cover.  I  f  you  don't  want  to  stav  in 
it  I'll  agree  to  make  it  good  when  you  find  mv  safe,  provid¬ 
ing  the  dough  is  still  inside.” 

“The  proposition  is  a  tempting  one.  but  it  is  out  of  mv 


1  ine. 


“Well,  I  guess  your  line  L  to  make  money  same  as  tin 
rest  of  us.  Maybe  you  don't  believe  therd  was  any  money 
in  my  safe.” 

“  Hdw  can  1  tell  when  1  never  even  saw  your  safe  " 
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“Ami  von  don't  want  to  take  the  word  of  a  drunken  man 
for  it.  know  how  much  money  there  was  in  there?” 

“How  can  1  know  when  you  wouldn't  tell  me?” 

“Well,  there  was  a  million  and  a  half,  Brady.  I  sold  out 
every  blessed  thing  1  had  to  raise  it.  Now,  you  know  what 
i  am  up  against  it.  Is  it  any  wonder  I  take  a  drink  or  two 
ro  steady  mv  nerves'?” 

4  v 

“I'll  think  the  proposition  over,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“We  will  talk  of  it  to-night.” 

“All  right.  That  goes.  You'll  make  a  million  if  you 
go  in.” 

“You  will  have  to  excuse  me  now,”  said  Old  King  Brady, 
rising.  “1  must  go  out  on  your  business.” 

“When  shall  I  see  you?" 

“Can't  I  meet  you  at  your  office,  to-night?” 

“Sure  you  can.  What  time?” 

“Be  there  at  nine  o’clock,  and  wait  for  me  till  midnight. 
Does  Mr.  Jennings  continue  his  work  on  the  books  to¬ 
night  ?” 

“No;  he  is  all  through.” 

“Then  you  may  not  want  to  be  there?” 

“Yes;  I  don’t  mind.  I'll  be  on  hand.” 

Old  King  Brady  whispered  a  few  words  to  Harry,  and  left 
the  office. 

It  wras  now  nearly^three  o'clock. 

The  detective  had  made  up  his  mind  to  follow  up  the 
clew  offered  by  the  last  of  the  three  letters  he  had  read  to 
Young  King  Brady. 

.  In  short,  lie  had  determined  to  pay  a  visit  to  this  mys¬ 
terious  Bulls  and  Bears  Club,  and  find  out  what  it  was  all 

about. 

The  building  at  the  number  on  Broadway  indicated  oh  the 
card  of  Mr.  Jim  Rodman  was  an  old-timer,  one  of  the  few 
of  its  kind  still  standing  on  lower  Broadway. 

There  was  no  elevator,  and  Old  King  Brady  had  to  toil 
up  four  pairs  of  steep  Hairs  in  order  to  reach  the  room 
number  noted  on  the  card. 

The  detective  made  no  change  of  disguise.  He  consid¬ 
ered  the  one  he  had  adopted  good  enough. 

The  room  was  not  only  at  the  top  of  the  house;  but  also 
at  the  extreme  end  of  the  corridor. 

Here  Old  King  Brady  found  a  dirty  glass  door,  piinted 
♦white  inside,  with  the  name  “Archbald  &  Co.,  Securities,’’ 
done  in  black  across  the  pane. 

“Shady,”  muttered  Old  King  Brady.  “I  know  most  of 
the  names  of  the  legitimate  brokers.  I  never  heard  of 
Archbald  &  Co.  before.” 

He  tried  the  door  and  found  it  locked. 

If  Old  King  Brady  had  only  known  if,  Archbald  &  Co.’s 
door  was  always  locked. 

It  was  tried  forty  times  a  day,  and  never  known*  to  be 

on  the  latch.  i 

But  it  was  very  different  when  Old  King  Brady  knocked 

three  times. 

\  snapping  sound  was  heard.  A  holt  had  shot  on  the 
inside. 

The  door,  however,  did  not  open  until  Old  King  Brady 

t firm'd, the  knob. 


He  then  found  himself  in  a  sort  of  cupboard.  . 

A  high  partition  of  un painted  boards  reached  from  floor 
to  ceiling. 

There  was  a,  door  in  the  partition,  fastened  by  a  spring 
latch,  with  no  kpob.  , 

Besides  this,  there  was  a  little  peep  hole,  wit*h  a  closed 
sliding  panel  behind. 

Old  King  Brady  tug]  just  time  enough  to  take  all  this  in 
when  the  papel  flew  back  and  a  hoy’s  face  appeared. 

“Who  did  you  want  to  see?”  he  demanded,  rudely. 

“I  have  a  card  of  introduction  to  the  Bulls  and  Bears 
Club.  Is  this  the  place  ?”  asked  the  detective,  mildly. 

“Mebbe  it  is  an  mebbe  it  isn’t.  Let’s  see  your  card,”  re¬ 
torted  the  boy. 

The  detective  produced  it. 

The  card  had  been  filled  out  in  the  name  of  Maldon  be¬ 
fore  he  left  the  office. 

The  boy  seized  it  and  closed  the  paral. 

There  was  a  long  wait  then. 

At  last  the  door  opened  and  the  boy  appeared. 

“Yon  can  walk  in,  sir,”  he  said.  “Mr.  Archbald  will 
see  you  in  a  few  minutes.  He  is  busy  just  now.” 

Old  King  Brady  walked  into  a  small,  but  elegantly  fur¬ 
nished,  room. 

The  contrast  with  the  pen  outside  was  startling. 

There  were  handsome  chairs,  two  elegant  lounges,  a  long 
table,  an  open  fireplace,  artistically  tiled,  a'nd  many  hand¬ 
some  pictures  on  the  walls. 

At  one  side  of  the  room  was  a  buffet,  with  superb  cut 
glass  displayed,  where  a  colored  man,  in  a  white  jacket,  was 
serving  cocktails  to  two  stylishly  dressed  gentlemen. 

Several  other  gentlemen  sat  around  the  table,  talking  in 
low  tones,  and  there  was  another  group  of  three  in  a  corner, 
near  a  ground  glass  door,  which  appeared  to  open  into  a 
room  behind. 

Nobody  paid  the  slightest  attention  to  Old  King  Brady, 
and  he  seated  himself  near  the  window,  quite  content  to  take 
things  as  they  came,  for  Iris  curiosity  was  greatly  aroused. 

Now,  in  following  Old  King  Brady’s  movements  in.  the 
Grossman  case,  it  may  occur  to  the  reader  that,  he  was  doing 
very  little  to  solve  the  mystery  of  the  disappearance  of  Mr. 
Grossman’s  partner  and  the  safe. 

Such  was  not  the  case,  however. 

The  great  detective  was  simply  following  his  usual  meth¬ 
ods. 

When  no  clew  is  to  be  discovered — and  such  had  been  the 
case  in  the  Crossman-Hinds  affair— Old  King  Brady  makes 
it  a  rule  to  just  push  ahead,  taking  everything  as  it  comes, 
sticking  as  close  to  the  case  as  possible  and  trusting  that  the 
clew  may  turn  up  at  last. 

Such  were  the  lines  upon  which  Old  King  Brady  was  now 
working,  and  he  began  for  the  first  time  to  feel  that  he  was 
actually  making  headway. 

It  seemed  to  him  that  he  was  surely  on  the  right  track, 
and  that  there  must  be  something  doing  before  long. 

He  had  to  wait  as  much  as  half  an  hour,  however,  before 
there  was  any  move. 
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Then  the  glass  door  opened  and  a  young  man  of  rather 
dissipated  appearance  shot  out. 

The  bov  pulled  a  handle  and  the  outer  doors  instantly 
opened,  and  the  young  man  disappeared. 

“Now,  then!”  said  the  boy,  pointing  to  the  inner  door, 
which  still  remained  ajar. 

Old  King  Brady  walked  into  a  very  small  office,  which 
was  furnished  only  with  a  desk  and  two  chairs. 

A  remarkably  thin  man,  with  a  perfectly  bald  head,  sat 
at  the  desk. 

His  little  eyes,  half  hidden  under  bushy  brows,  seemed  to 
read  the  detective  through  and  through. 

“Be  seated,”  he  said,  motioning  to  the  vacant  chair,  and 
taking  up  Mr.  Jim  Rodman’s  card.  “This  is  Mr.  Maldon, 
I  presume?” 

“That  is  my  name,”  replied  the  detective.  “You,  I  take 
it,  are  Mr.  Archbald,  the. manager  of  the  Bulls  and  Bears 
Club?”  ft 

“I  am.  I  see  Rodman  has  been  posting  you.” 

“Very  little,  sir.  I  am  not  personally  acquainted  with 
Mr.  Rodman.  Allow  me  to  explain  my  presence  here.” 

Mr.  Archbald  looked  somewhat  surprised  when  Old  King 
Brady  said  this,  but  he  made  no  reply. 

“Probably  you  have  heard  of  Buck  Seaman,  the  broker?” 
asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“We  know  all  brokers  here,”  was  the  dry  response. 

“Seaman  is  a  great  friend  of  mine.  You  saw  by  the 
paper  of  the  sad  trouble  he  is  in  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“He  lies  in  the  Flower  Hospital,  hovering  between,  life 
and  death.  Some  time  ago  he  arranged  with  me  to  take 
charge  of  his  business  in  case  anything  happened  to  him, 
and  under  a  power  of  attorney  I  have  been  doing  so  to¬ 
day.” 

“Well?” 

“I  find  his  affairs  in  a  sad  condition.  I - ” 

“Stop!”  said  Mr.  Archbald,  holding  up  his  hand.  “I 
can  tell  you  all  about  it,  Mr.  Maldon.” 

“Sir?” 

“Listen  to  me.  You  found  that  Seaman  was  all  but 
busted?” 

,  “Yes.” 

“That  he  was  in  a  snarl  with  Crossman  &  Hinds  over  a 
corner  in  T.  &  S.  W.  stock  ?  I  can  give  you  all  the  details 
if  you  wish.” 

“Yes,  I  found  all  that.  You  seem  well  posted,  Mr. 
Arch  bald.” 

“No  more  so  than  I  am  in  the  affairs  of  every  broker  on 
the  street.” 

“So?” 

“Yes.  Hinds  has  disappeared,  leaving  this  stock  to  be 
thrown  on  Seaman’s  hands,  with  no  money  to  take  care  of  it, 
even  if  he  was  on  hand  for  business.” 

“How  about  young  Crossman,  Mr.  Hinds’  partner?  He 
is  said  to  be  wealthy.” 

“He  was.  It  is  doubtful  if  he  is  worth  a  dollar  now. 
Iff  will  be  ruined  day  after  to-morrow.” 

“Here''  a  man  who  knows  all  about  the  safe  being  miss¬ 


ing,”  thought  Old  King  Brady.  “Undoubtedly  1  havf 
come  to  the  right  shop.” 

“You  surprise  me,”  was  what  he  said  aloud. 

“I  am  going  to  surprise  you  still  further,”  continued 
Archbald.  “There  isn’t  the  least  doubt  that  Seaman  is  an 
ex-convict,  and - ” 

Old  King  Brady  threw  up  his  hands. 

“  “That  will  do  !”  he  said  earnestly.  “I  see  you  know  all." 

“Exactly,”  replied  Archbald,  leaning  back  in  his  chair 
and  putting  the  tips  of  his  fingers  together.  “Now,  why 
did  you  come  here?” 

“Merely  to  help  put  Buck  Seaman’s  business  on  its  feet. 
Mr.  Rodman,  who  is  a  great  friend  of  his,  told  me  that  at 
the  Bulls  and  Bears  Club  there  are  ways  of  making  money 
for  a  bright  man  which— 
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Enough!  When  did  you  see  Rodman?” 

Some  time  ago.  He  gave  me  the  pass  card.’ 

I  have  called  up  Rodman’s  office  on  the  ’phone.  Un¬ 
fortunately,  he  is  out  of  town — went  last  night.  I  thought 
he  might  post  me  on  you  a  bit,  Mr.  Maldon — ahem.” 

“Thank  Heaven  he  was  out  of  town!”  thought  Old  King 
Brady.  “I  began  to  think  the  game  was  up.” 

“And  as  I  can’t  get  at  him,  I  shall  have  to  take  you  as 
I  find  you.  Do  you  know  anything  of  the  nature  of  our 
club  ?” 


“Rodman  explained,  in  part,  the  day  Buck  Seaman  in¬ 
troduced  me.  I  had  rather  hear  it  again  from  you.” 

“Well,  Mr.  Maldon,  I  will  explain  in  a  general  way.  We 
are  an  organization  of  persons  interested  in  the  stock  mar¬ 
ket  to  a  greater  or  less  extent,  who  belong  to  neither  of  the 
exchanges,  and  who  like  to  turn  a  dollar  in  anv  wav  they 
can.  Mind  you — any  way.  You  understand?” 

“Not  yet.” 

“I  will  be  more  definite.  Rumors  sometimes  get  afloat 
on  the  street  which  have  a  strong  effect  on  the  market.” 

“To  be  sure.” 

“To  make  these  rumors  of  any  real  value  in  influencing 
the  price  of  stocks,  they  must  start  with  some  member  of 
the  Stock  Exchange.” 

“I  see.” 

“Very  often  they  start  back  of  the  member  who  is  appar¬ 
ently  the  first  to  set  the  ball  rolling.” 

“Yes.” 


“Are  you  interested  to  know  where?” 

“Sure.”  / 

“Right  here,  sir;  right  here!”  said  Mr.  Archbald,  tap¬ 
ping  his  bald  head.  “This  is  the  brain  that  does  the  busi¬ 
ness.” 

“  I  see.  These  rumors  are  generally- - ” 

“Generally  false,  sir.  You  see,  I  put  it  plain.” 

“And  the  members  are  all  pledged  to  secrecy.  Thev 
aie  curbstone  operators,  and  they  trade  on  my  brains;  mv 

rumors,  it  you  will.  Some  of  them  make  good  money  out 
of  it,  too.” 

“I’m  afraid  I  have  made  a  mistake,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “T  was  in  hopes  that  I  could  serve  the  Bulls  and 
Boars  Club  in  some  way  which  would  help  poor  Seabian  out 
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of  his  hole  and  keep  up  his  credit  until  such  time  as  he  gets 
on  his  feet  again." 

**  \nd  so  you  can,  sir,  it'  you  can  raise  any  money.” 

“What  do  you  mean?" 

“Take  up  the  T.  &  S.  W.  stock.  I  started  the  rumor 
which  enabled  the  bears  to  pound  it  down  on  the  board  and 
give  Seaman  a  chance  to  buy  it  up  on  Crossman  &  Hinds’ 
account.” 

Old  King  Brady  gave  a  short  laugh. 

“And  I  can  start  another  rumor  which  will  send  it  kit¬ 
ing,"  continued  Archbald.  “Crossman  is  practically  bust¬ 
ed.  You  take  up  the  stock  and - ”  , 

“Useless,  my  dear  sir;  useless!”  broke  in  Old  King 
Brady.  “Do  1  look  like  a  man  who  has  millions  lying 
around  loose?  Ha!  ha!  ha!” 

“But  you  have  friends.” 

“None  with  sufficient  cash.  I  am  an  old  friend  of 

Buck's,  mark  you  !  I  knew  him  when — well,  when - . 

Yrou  understand.”  •  ' 

•» 

Archbald  closed  one  eye  and  looked  hard  at  the  detective 
with  the  other. 

“Georgia  convict  camp?”  he  said,  beneath  his  breath. 

“Alabama,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“You  are  right.  It  was  Alabama.  So,  so,  Mr.  Maldon, 
if  vou  are  the  bold  man  vou  look  to  be,  I  don’t  know  but 
what  I  could  use  you.” 

“Ah!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Well,  brother,  you 
wouldn’t  be  the  first  one. 

“The  pot  is  beginning  to  boil,”  he  muttered.  “It  is  cer¬ 
tainly  beginning  to  boil  at  last.” 

“I  fancy  not.  What’s  your  line?” 

“I'm  a  safe  maker  by  trade.” 

Mr.  Archbald  gave  a  perceptible  start. 

“It  might  fit,”  he  said,  coolly.  “Speak  low.  This  mat¬ 
ter  which  I  have  in  mind  is  a  little  out  of  our  usual  line  of 
business  here.  Are  you  familiar  with  locks  at  all?” 

“No.  I  did  the  rougher  work,  but  I  have  a  friend  who 
is  a  perfect  expert  in  locks.” 

“A  man  to  be  relied  upon?” 

“In  every  particular.  Square  as  a  die.” 

“Done  time?” 

“Oh,  yes.” 

“Where?” 

“Sing  Sing,  Joliet.” 

“When  could  you  put  your  hand  on  him?” 

.  “At  an  hour’s  notice.” 

“Good  again.  Do  you  happen  to  know'  an  undertaker 
who  is  in  your  line?” 

“No.  Why?” 

“I  don’t  care  to  explain.  Let  me  think.” 

Mr.  Archbald  stared  out  of  the  window  for  at  least  ten 

minutes. 

“Maldon,  I’ll  risk  it,”  he  exclaimed  at  last.  “Deal 
square  with  me  and  I  11  put  you  in  the  way  of  making  near 
a  million  if  not  quite.  It’s  halves  if  we  succeed.” 

“If  I  could  save  poor  Buck’s  business.  A  seat  on  the 
Stock  Exchange  is  valuable  property.  It  cost  him  a.  lot  to 


get  it.  He  was  good  to  me  in  the  old  days,  and  I  don’t  want 
to  go  back  on  him  now  that  he  is  in  trouble.” 

“Bless  your  heart,  man,  I  don’t  care  what  you  do  with 
the  graft,  once  you  get  it.  What  we  want  is  a  safe  man  in 
both  senses  of  the  word.” 

“And  the  job?” 

“I’m  not  telling.  You  will  have  to  trust  me  for  it  all.” 

“What  about  the  danger?” 

“Oh,  it’s  dangerous  all  right;  but  no  pi  ore  so  than  usual. 
Perhaps  not  as  much.  Think  of  the.  stake.” 

“It’s  big  as  you  state  it.” 

“And  T  state  it  as  it  is.  Come,  what  do  you  say?”  ‘ 

“You  are  taking  big  chances  on  a  stranger,  Mr.  Man.” 

“I  have  got  to  do  this  job  on  the  fly.  Then  I  rely  on 
Rodman’s  judgment.  We  of  the  Bulls  and  Bears  Club  all 
w'ork  together.  We  have  all  been  in  trouble  at  some  time 
or  other.  We  know  who  we  can  trust.” 

“I  don’t  know  what  to  say,”  mused  Old  King  Brady, 
holding  off. 

“Decide.  It’s  your  last  chance.”, 

“And  suppose  I  refuse?” 

“Then  I  warn  you  to  keep  your  mouth  shut!”  said  Arch¬ 
bald  in  a  hard  tone.  “There  are  sometimes  missing  men 
turning  up  in  this  town.  Occasionally  they  turn  up  in  the 
river.  The  Bulls  and  Bears  Club  is  a  pretty  powerful  or¬ 
ganization,  Mr.  Whatever  your  name  is.  It  is  not  Mal¬ 
don  any  more - ” 

“Any  more  than  Buck  Seaman  is  the  true  name  of  my 
friend.” 

“What  is  his  true  name?”  demanded  Archbald,  quickly. 

“Bradford  L.  Letts.” 

“Right!  You  know  him  ail  right.  Well?” 

“Well,  it’s  a  go.  There’s  mv  hand  on  it.  Now  tell  me 
what  to  do.” 

“Meet  me  in  front  of  the  Astor  House  at  midnight  and 
you  shall  know  al\  Now  go.  There  are  others  in  the 
room  outside  waiting  to  see  me.  Don’t  fail  to  be  on  hand.” 

“You  can  count  upon  me,”  replied  Old  King  Brady, 
quietly. 

“Something  doing  at  last,”  muttered  Old  King  Brady  as 
he  hurried  downstairs.  “Now'  to  post  Harry'.” 

He  hurried  back  to  Broad  street. 

To  his  surprise,  he  found  Buck  Seaman’s  office  locked  up. 

He  rattled  and  pounded  on  the  door,  but  to  no  purpose. 

“Strange,”  muttered  Old  King  Brady,  “and  I  expressly 
ordered  the  boy  to  remain  here  till  I  came.” 

It  was,  indeed,  strange  and  entirely  unlike  Young  King 
Brady. 

Never  once  had  Harry  failed  the  old  detective.  > 

Old  King  Brady  started  for  the  janitor’s  room,  deeply 
concerned. 


CHAPTER  VTI. 

WHAT  HAPPENED  TO  HARRY. 

Young  King  Brady  got  rid  of  Arthur  Crossman  in  about 
half  an  hour 


Ilarn  jollied  him  along  until  Crossjnan  felt  like  having 
another  cocktail,  and  then  he  went  out  of  hi*  own  accord. 

“lie's  booked  for  the  jim-jams,”  thought  Young  King 
Brady.  “It  wouldn’t  surprise  me-  one  hit  if  he  went  off  on 
a  regular  toot  and  we  didn’t  see  him  again  in  a  week.” 
Harry  started  in  again  on  the  books. 


1U*  had  scarcely  begun  when  the  door  opened  and  in 
sailed  Miss  Brewster. 


“Mr.  Maldon  is  not  in,  Miss,”  said  Harry,  politely. 
“  You  are  rather  earlier  than  we  expected." 

“1  am  very  anxious,”  replied  Miss  Brewster,  seating  her¬ 


self  in  Buck  Seaman's  swing  chair.  “Did  he  leave  any 
word  dor  me?” 

“None  at  all,  Miss,  L  regret  to  say.” 

“It  is  too  bad.  I  am  greatly  disappointed-” 

“If  there  is  anything  I  can  do - ” 

“There  is.  You  can  advise  me  about  this  investment 


business.” 

“Oh,  I  could  not  presume  to.  1  am  only  a  bookkeeper. 
This  is  my  first  day.” 

Miss  Brewster  tapped  the  floor  with  her  foot. 

“It  is  very  provoking — very  provoking,”  she  said.  “I 
never  was  so  much  annoyed.  1  have  brought  the  money 
with  me.  and  as  it  is'  after  banking  hours,  I  don’t  know 
what  to  do  with  it.  I  am  boarding  at  present,  and  I  don’t 
like  to  keep  it  in  mv  room.” 

“I  suppose  it  is  hardly  safe.” 

“It  is  very  dangerous.  I  have  it  in  my  little  reticule  here, 
all  iii  hundred-dollar  bills — twenty  thousand  dollars,  and — 
oh!  ob!  Oh,  my!  I  have  lost  it!  I  must  have  dropped 
it  in  the  cab.  Ob.  Mister,  please  run  down  and  see  if  it  is 
there  before  the  cab  man  steals  it !  Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !” 

Miss  Brewster  became  quite  hysterical.  She  grew  very 
faint,  too. 

She  had  opened*  her  reticule  and  found  it  empty. 

At  first  Harry  was  suspicious. 

The  girl’s  excitement  appeared  perfectly  natural,  how¬ 
ever. 

She  seemed  on  the  verge  of  fainting. 

Again  and  again  she  begged  Harry  to  go  down  to  her  cab 
and  look  for  the  money. 

It  was  hard  to  refuse. 

Young  King  Brady  felt  that  he  had  no  right  to  leave  her 
alone  in  the  office. 

All  such  tricks  are  common. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  had  distrusted  this  girl  from  the 
first. 


But  Harry  was  young  and  more  susceptible  than  Ids  great 
chief. 

At  last  lie  yielded. 

Closing  the  safe,  he  ran  downstairs. 

A  cab  stood  at  the  curb. 


There  was  no  one  in  the  pab,  but  directly  behind  Youn^ 
King  Brady  stood  a  man,  whom  Ik*  had  not  observed. 

Quick  as  lightning  he  seized  Harry  by  the  neck  arid 
the  trousers  and  literally  threw  him  into  the  cab. 

Young  King  Bradv  tried  to  rise. 

It  was  no  use. 

The  man  sprang  in  after  him,  closed' the  door  and  had 
him  by  the  throat  in  an  instant. 

Holding  him  with  an  iron  grip,  he  clapped  a  handker¬ 
chief,  saturated  with  chloroform,  to  his  nose  and  held  him 
fast. 

It  was  all  over  in  an  instant. 

Harry  sank  unconscious  at  his  feet. 

The  man  looked  out  of  the  cab  window. 

A  few  people  bad  stopped  and  were  looking  at  him. 

“He  is  bay  son,”  the  man  called  out  through  the  win¬ 
dow.  “He  is  subject  to  fits  like  this.” 

Then  he  pulled  down  the  shade,  and  the  people  moved 
on,  never  suspecting  what  had  really  occurred. 

The  liveried  driver  sat  bolt  upright  on  the  box. 

The  man  inside  lighted  a  cigarette. 

In  a  few  minutes  there  came  a  tap  on  the  glass. 

The  man  opened  the  door,  and  “Miss  Brewster"  slipped 
into  the  carriage. 

“•Got  him  all  right,  eh?”  she  said  in  a  different  voice  al¬ 
together  from  the  one  she  had  used  upstairs. 

“Of  course  I’ve  got  him.  Ho  I  ever  fail?”  retorted  the  ‘ 
man.  “But  I  am  not  at  all  so  sure  that  he  is  You  no-  Kins? 

O  7 

Brady,  though.” 

“I  tell  you  he  is,”  was  the  reply.  “And  with  the  Bradys 
in  the  business,  I  want  to  keep  out  of  it.  I've  no  desire  to 
do  time,  no  matter  how  big  the  stake.” 

“I  think  you  are  wrong  as  to  the  Bradys.” 

•  “I  still  stick  to  my  opinion.  I  believe  him  to  bo  Young 
King  Brady.” 

“I  am  told  the  Brad  vs  are  out  of  town,  and  1  so  told  you. 
Of  course,  1  am  always  ready  to  help  you,  though.  There 
is  no  kick  coming  from  me,  you  understand.” 

“And  I  tell  you  that  the  Bradys  were  at  Buck  Seaman's 
apartments  last  night.  It  was  they  who  found  him.” 

“Hello!  You  didn’t  mention  that  before.” 

“Well,  1  don't  tell  all  I  know — at  least  not  quite.  What 
a  fool  you  are,  anyhow,  Charley.  Look  here!” 

She  bent  down  over  Harry  and  removed  his  hat. 

“Fine  head  of  hair,  isn't  it?"  she  chuckled.  “Now. 
look!” 

She  seized  Harry’s  wig  and  pulled  it  off. 

His  mustache  followed. 

“low  do  you  see  Young  King  Brady?”  ‘Miss  Brewster 
exclaimed  triumphantly.  “Now  will  you  believe?” 

“By  thunder,  it  is !”  cried  Charley.  “Well.  well,  you  are 
always  right.” 


“Miss  Brewster’s  cab?” 
“Young  lady  in  black? 


demanded  Young  King  Bradv. 
Yes,  sir,”  said  the  driver  on  the 


box. 


“She  thinks  die  1ms  dropped  a  parcel  in  the  cab.  1  nm 
going  to  look  and  see,"  said  Harry,  and  be  opened  the  door. 


“Can’t  fool  me,”  was  the  reply.  “I  knew  him  the  in¬ 
stant  T  laid  eyes  on  him  this  morning,  and  l  more  than  sus¬ 
pect  that  this  man  Maldon  is  Old  King  Bradv  in  disguise. 
1  only  wish  we  could  have  got  him.  too.’* 

“I'll  get  him  before  night,”  cried  Charier. 
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“Perhaps  you  will  and  perhaps  you  won’t.  Old  King 
Grady  is  as  sly  as  they  make  'em.  We  have  knocked  out 
>  plans,  anyhow,  and  that  will  give  us  a  chance  to  act.” 
“To-night?” 


Yes.  To-night  or  never!” 


“It's  a  risky  business.  Remember,  we  are  playing  for 
,  high  stakes.  If  we  can  capture  Crossman  and  give  you  a 
chance  to  work  the  wires  to-morrow,  the  T.  &  S.  W.  stock 
is  in  our  hands.’’ 


All  this  time,  although  we  neglected  to  mention  it,  the 
cah  had  been  dying  up  town. 

Harry  had  fallen  into  bad  hands. 

There  is  no  denying  that  it  was  pretty  much  his  own 

fault. 


Still  he  was  happily  unconscious  of  what  had  happened. 

It  was  a  good  hour  before  consciousness  returned. 

When  Y  oung  King  Brady  sat  up  and  looked  around  he 
was  certainly  about  the  most  astonished,  person  that  there 
was  in  New  York. 

,He  was  lying  on  a  couch  in  a  large  room,  sumptuously 
furnished  jm  Oriental  style. 

There  were  couches  and  divans  and  rich  Persian  rugs 
scattered  about  on  all  sides. 

The  .couches  were  arranged  in  rows,  each  in  a  separate 

alcove. 

The  place  had  no  windows  that  Harry  could  see. 

It  was  lighted  by  two  magnificent  hanging  lamps,  sus¬ 
pended  from  the  ceiling. 

Little  Turkish  tables  standing  about  and  a  queer,  pun¬ 
gent  odor,  which  seemed  to  fairly  fill  the  room,  told  Young 
King  Brady  what  sort  of  a  place  he  had  landed  in. 

It  was  a  swell  opium  joint  beyond  all  doubt. 

Young  King  Brady  sprang  off  the  couch,  furious  with 
himself.  * 

“To  think  that  I  should  do  it!”  he  muttered.  “Such  an 
ass!  such  an  idiot!  What  will  the  governor  say?  To  let 
myself  be  chloroformed  and  carried  off  deuce  knows  where  !” 

Young  .King  Brady  made  a  rapid  exploration  of  the 
room. 

It  amounted  to  very  little.  Both  doors  were  securely 
locked'  and  there  were  no  windows,  as  has  been  said. 

Thev  seemed  to  have  been  removed,  and  carved  panels  put 
jn  their  place. 

There  was  no  bell  nor  any  other  way  of  signalling  the 
outside  world  that  Marrv  could  see. 

Young ‘King  Brady  was  in  despair. 

He  perceived  that  his  wig  and  mustache  were  missing. 

When  he  came  to  examine  his  pockets,  he  found  that 
everv thing  he  owned  was  gone,  too. 

Even  his  secret  pockets  had  been  rifled,  and  to  penetrate 
the  secret  pockets  of  the  Bradys  requires  a  pretty  smart 
man. 

“I  arn  up  against  slick  ones  for  fair,"’  thought  Harry. 
“What  on  earth  am  I  to  do,  and  every  moment  so  precious. 

Well,  well !” 

He  paced  the  floor,  trying  to  devise  s6mo  scheme  to 

e-ea  pc, 

A  deathlike  .-filin'*--  pervad'd  the  place. 


Harry  called  and  shouted,  hoping  to  turn  up  somebody, 
but.  there  was  no  result. 

At  last  he  lay  down  on  the  couch  and  closed  his  eyes. 

He  was  terribly  sleepy. 

The  effects  of  the  chloroform  had  not  fully  left  him. 

Soon  he  dropped  off  asleep. 

It  seemed  but  a  minute,  but  perhaps  it  was  longer,  when 
he  was  suddenly  awakened  by  a  shrill  falsetto  laugh. 

Harry  started,  to  find  “Miss  Brewster”  walking  toward 
him  across  the  room. 

“Hello,  Young  Brady!”  site  cried.  “How  are  you  feel¬ 
ing?  We  did  it  slick,  didn’t  we?  Ha!  ha  !  ha!” 

Harry  controlled  himself,  although  it  was  hard  work. 

“Glad  to  see  somebody,”  he  said.  “By  the  wav,  I  didn’t 
find  your  twenty  thousand  dollars  in  the  cab.” 

“No,  I  guess  not,  since  I  only  owned  it  in  my  mind.  Ha  ! 
ha  !  ha !” 

Her  eyes  were  glittering  and  watery.  There  was  a  queer 
yellow  paleness  over  her  whole  face. 

“She’s  been  hitting  the  pipe,”  thought  Harry.  “This 
young  woman  is  a  hop  fiend.” 

“What  about  me  getting  out  of  this?”  he  asked,  quietly. 
“Is  there  any  show?” 

“Not  just  at  present,  Brady.  That’s  one  of  the  things 
which  cannot  be;  but  there  are  others  which  can.  What  do 
you  say  to  a  shell  of  dope  and  a  pipe  ?” 

“I’m  not  hitting  the  pipe  just  now.” 

“But  you  have  hit  it  in  your  time?” 

“I  have  hit  most  everything  in  my  time,  Miss  Brewster.” 

“Ah,  don’t  call  me  that.  I’ve  only  been  guying  you. 
Look  here!” 

Then,  to  Harry’s  astonishment,  “Miss  Brewster”  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  loosen  something,  and  her  skirts  fell  on  the  floor. 

'  At  the  same  instant  she  threw  off  her  waist,  and  then 
seizing  hold  of  her  luxurious  hair,  pulled  it  clear  of  her 
head  and  filing  it  into  a  corner. 

A  very  good-looking  young  man,  fully  dressed,  with  the 
exception  of  a  coat,  appeared  in  her  place. 

“Ha  !  ba  !  ha  !”  he  laughed  in  a  silly  fashion.  “What  do 
you  think  now,  Brady,  eh?  What  do  you  think  now?” 

“I  think,”  said  Harry,  “that  I  am  looking  at  Mr.  Jacques 
Fontaine,  the  famous  female  impersonator,  who  appeared 
at  the  different  roof  gardens  two  seasons  back.  Am  I 
right  ?” 

“That’s  what  you  are,  but  don’t  give  it  away.  There 
are  those  in  this  place  who  would  kill  mo  if  they  knew  I 
had  done  this,  but  1  want  a  smoke,  and  1  am  going  to  have 
it,  and  T  can’t  get  a  good  one  with  all  those  togs  on.” 

Thus  saying,  Fontaine  opened  a  cupboard  in  one  corner 
and  produced  an  opium  layout,  with  a  little  of  the  pasty 
drug  smeared  upon  a  playing  card. 

“He’s  far  gone  in  the  dope  already,”  thought  Harry. 
“He  doesn’t  more  than  half  know  what  lie  is  doing.  Per¬ 
haps,  if  1  humor  him,  I  can  pump  him  and  find  out  what 
all  this  means. 

“You’re  a  slick  one,  hang  me  if  you  aren’t!”  he  ex- 
'clairned.  “T  only  wish  I  could  work  a  disguise  as  well  ns 
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“And  you  might  well  wish  it.  I’m  the  cleverest  imper¬ 
sonator  in  the  world,  What  did  that  red  wig  of  yours 
amount  to?  Nix,  nothing!  Any  tool  could  see  through 
it,  but  Ell  bet  you  never  guessed  that  l  was  not  a  woman. 
Come  now,  did  you?  Did  you?  Give  it  to  me  straight.” 

“No,  1  did  not,  I  own.  But,  say,  why  am  1  here?" 

“  Because  we  don’t  want  you  elsewhere,  dear  boy — that’s 
all.” 

“Pshaw!  That  tells  me  nothing.” 

“It  tells  you  all  you  will  ever  know.  You  are  not  to  be 

« 

harmed.  In  a  day  or  two  you  will  be  set  free,  and  you  will 
never  come  up  against  Jacques  Fontaine  again,  for  he  is 
going  to  vanish  off  the  face  of  the  earth.  Ha  !  ha !  ha  !” 

“Another  pipe  will  fix  you  so  that  you  will  tell  me  all 
you  know,  my  beauty,”  thought  Harry.  “I  must  bide  my 
time.” 

Fontaine  kicked  off  his  shoes,  threw  aside  his  vest  and 
let  down  his  suspenders. 

“Now  I'm  ready!”  he  exclaimed,  throwing  himself  on  a 
couch.  “Gome,  Brady,  lie  down  here  and  cook  for  me.  I 
like  you,  Brady.  Help  me  roll  my  pill.  .  Say,  can  you  roll 
a.  pill?”  # 

“Of  course  I  can.” 

“  Do  it  then.  Have  a  few  draws  on  the  pipe,  too.  It 
won’t  hurt  you  any.  Come  on,  Brady ;  come  on  !  I  want 
company.  Let’s  have  a  littld  fun.” 

“All  right,”  said  Harry,  throwing  off  his  coat. 

At  the  same  instant  a  dull  thud  was  heard  up  at  the 
other  end  of  the  room. 

“What’s  that?”  cried  Fontaine,  starting  up. 

Young  King  Brady  wheeled  around  to  see  Arthur  Cross¬ 
man  on  his  hands  and  knees,  crawling  over  the  floor. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE  MUTTERINGS  OF  AN  OPIUM  FIEND, 


Fontaine  sprang  off  the  couch. 

“By  Jove!  they  have  got  him!”  he  exclaimed.  “It  is 
Crossman  himself!  Now  the  way  is  clear.” 

Harry  took  in  the  remark,  of  course. 

He  paid  no  attention  to  it,  though,  and  was  first  at  young 
Crossman’s  side. 

The  “  Bov  Broker”  was  in  a  sad  condition. 

He  was  simply  paralyzed  with  whiskey,  opium,  either  or 
both. 


Harry  lifted  him  to  his  feet,  but  he  tumbled  right  down 
again. 

“  Lem  me  lone!  Lemme  'lone!  I’m  all  rF,”  he  kept  mut¬ 
tering.  “Let’s  have  ’nothpr  drink.” 

“  Blind  drunk,”  said  Fontaine. 

“That's  what,”  replied  Harry.  “How  came  he  here?” 

“None  of  your  business.  Don’t  ask  questions.  Help  me 
get  him  on  one  of  the  couches.  All  he  needs  is  a  little 
sleep.” 


They  lifted  him  upon  the  couch  where  he  rolled  over 
and  was  sound  asleep  in  an  instant. 

“There’s  your  Wall  Street  boy  Napoleon;  there's  your 
boy  financier!”  chuckled  Fontaine.  “He’s  in  fine  shape  to 
capture  a  railroad.  Well,  there  are  those  who  will  do  his 
work  for  him  and  there  won't  be  anything  left  for  him  to 
capture  by  the  time  he  gets  out  of  this.” 

“Drink  is  his  ruin,”  said  Harrv.  “All  we  can  do  is  to  let 
him  lie  there.” 

“That’s  all.  Randall  wanted  him  out  of  the  way.  Gee! 
what  am  I  saying?  I  guess  the  dope  has  got  into  my  head, 
all  right;  but  another  pipe  will  put  me  straight.  Come 
on,  Brady;  come  on.”  . 

“Charley  Randall,  the  notorious  bear,  is  at  the  bottom  of 
this  business,”  thought  Harry.  “He  is  working  for  a 
slump  in  the  T.  &  S.  W.  as  sure  as  fate.  That’s  why  they 
are  all  trying  to  flock  our  game,  and  why  Crossman  and 
I  are  here,  but  they  don’t  catch  the  governor  so  easy.  Oh, 
what  a  fool  I  have  been!” 

It  made  him  wild  to  think  of  it,  but  he  showed  his 
excitement  by  no  signs. 

“If  this  fellow  will  tell  one  thing  he  will  another,”  he  re¬ 
flected.  “I’ve  only  to  play  him  a  little  to  learn  all.” 

Harry  knew  how  to  cook  opium,  and  he  proved  it  to  Fon¬ 
taine  a  little  later. 

They  lay  on  the  couch  together,  after  the  usual  style  of 
“hop  fiends.” 

Harry  rolled  the  pill  in  the  lamp,  twisted  and  turned 
it,  dropping  it  in  the  pipe  at  last. 

Then  he  pretended  to  take  a  draw  himself. 

The  fact  was,  he  just  drew  hard  enough  to  keep  the  pipe 
lighted  and  no  more. 

Passing  the  pipe  to  Fontaine,  that  individual  never  let  it 
out  of  his  mouth  until  the  opium  was  reduced  to  ashes. 

“Ah,  that’s  fine,”  he  muttered,  handing  the  pipe  back  to 
Harry. 

“Lay  it  down,  Brady,”  he  added,  dreamily.  “Now  let  me 
lie  here  and  dream — dream — dream  !” 


Harry  laid  the  pipe  down  upon  the  Turkish  table. 

“Do  your  dreams  take  you  to  Wall  Street?”  he  asked, 
in  that  low  voice  in  which  the  true  “hop  fiend”  always 
speaks.  “  Do  you  dream  of  wealth  ?  Are  you  dreaming 
of  millions?  I’d  like  to  hear  your  dreams.” 

The  Bradys  have  made  a  careful  study  of  the  effects 
of  opium. 

Harry  was  as  well  posted  in  that  regard  as  any  doctor 
in  New  York. 

He  knew  that  if  he  could  only,  once  start  Fontaine  to. 
telling  his  dreams,  he  would  reel  off  all  that  was  in  his 
mind  as  one  would  unwind  a  ball  of  cord. 

“Yes,  I  dream  of  millions,”  murmured  Fontaine.  “Char¬ 


ley  Randall  will  work  the  riffle  and  deal  square  with  me. 
I  know  lots  of  Wall  Street  men.  Bradv,  Eve  made  niv 

V  * 

pile  there,  and  1  ve  dropped  my  pile.  Buck  Seaman  helped 
me  to  do  that,  burn  him!  But  I’m  square  with  the  son 
of  a  seacock!  Oh,  yes,  I'm  square!” 

Harry  s  ears  were  wide  open.  There  was  something 
doing  now. 
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He  urged  the  dreamer  on. 

*  “You  knew  Buck  Seaman  well,  1  suppose ?”  he  said. 

“Knew  him?  I  guess  I  did.  Of  course  I  knew  him. 

I  was  at  his  rooms  most  every  night.  He  threw  me  down, 
and  1  threw  him  down  so  hard  that  he'll  never  get  up 
again.  Oh,  yes;  that's  so,  that's  so.  man  can  throw 
me  down  and  not  get  thrown  down  himself.  Yes,  yes.  I 
got  the  letter;  that's  what  I  wanted.  He  wouldn’t  give  it 
to  me,  but  I  got  it.  I  know  who  he  really  is.  I  know  who 
Hinds  is,  too — Jack  Tirrell — yes,  ex-convicts — Crossman 
is  a  little  fool — he  never  guessed  who  his  partner  was. 
Hinds  had  a  scheme  to  make  him  turn  all  his  property 
into  cash.  Yes,  yes;  they  put  it  in  the  safe.  Hinds  would 
steal  anything,  even  a  two-ton  safe.  Yes,  yes,  he  did  it,  but 
where  the  deuce  did  he  take  it — that  was  the  question.  Buck 
knew,  but .  Hinds,  didn't  show  up.  Crossman  was  there 
with  his  bulls-eye — nothing  doing — and  got  the  letter  and 
gave  it  to  Charley  Randall.  ‘Yes,  yes,  Charley/  says  I, 
‘here's  good  graft,  and  it’s  worth  morn'n  all  the  bear  busi¬ 
ness  than  you  can  do  in  ten  years.5  ‘We’ll  go  in  for  it/  says 
Charley,  ‘and  I'll  buy  up  the  <T.  &  S.  W.  railroad  with 
Crossman’s  own  dough,  and  I — you — Charley — er - ” 

Here  the  mutterings  of  the  hop  fiend  ceased.  1 

Until  now  he  had  talked  on  in  that  slow,  dreamy  way 
of  the  true  opium  fiend. 

There  was  no  emphasis,  no  pause,  no  raising  or  lowering 
of  the  voice. 

It  was  just  as  if  he  had  been  a  talking  machine  wound 

up. 

Now  the  machine  had  run  down. 

Jacques  Fontaine  was  deep  in  the  opium  sleep. 

Young  King  Brady  made  no  effort  to  arotise  him. 

He  had  heard  enough. 

No  doubt  could  exist  that  he  was  lying  alongside  the 
murderer  of  Buck  Seaman,  if  the  ex-convict  broker  was 
now  dead. 

Equally  plain  was  it  that  Henry  Hinds  was  responsible 
for  the  disappearance  of  the  safe. 

But  how  the  job  had  been  done  Harry  had  yet  to  learn. 

“Perhaps  the  letter  tells  it,”  he  thought.  “I  must  make 
a  try  for  it,  but  not  now.” 

He  waited  patiently  for  Fontaine’s  sleep  to  go  deeper. 

Then  with  as  gentle  a  hand  as  a  woman’s,  Harry  began  to 
go  through  his  clothes. 

From  his  hip  pocket  he  took  the  leather  wallet. 

There  were  several  letters  in  the  wallet. 

Harry  did  not  stop  to  read  any  of  them,  for  the  light 
was  too  dim. 

Besides  the  wallet,  a  small  flat  tin  box  was  deftly  drawn 
from  the  pocket. 

This  proved  to  contain  tube  colors  and  brushes. 

Harry  saw  that  it  was  something  the  impersonator  used 
in  his  business. 

He  put  it  in  his  own  pocket,  for  he  felt  that  he  might 
soon  have  a  use  for  it. 

This  proved  to  be  all  the  fellow'  had  about  him  of  any  use 
to  the  detective. 

Wry  quietly  Harry  -lipped  off  the  coin  !). 


He  was  not  quiet  enough  to  keep  from  rousing  the 
sleeper,  however. 

“Brady,”  he  muttered;  “Brady,  you’re  a  good  fellow; 
don’t  go  away.” 

“All  right,”  replied  Harry.  “I  am  only  going  to  get 
a  drink.” 

“Get  it  down-stairs;  press  the  lion's  eye;  come  right  back, 
Brady.  If  you  see  Charley  Randall,  tell  him — tell  him 
I’ll  be  with  him  in  half  an  hour;  just  want  to  sleep  a  little 
longer — little  longer,  that’s  all.” 

Harry  stood  perfectly  still  til  his  murmuring  died  away. 

“By  Jove!  he  has  told  me  how  to  get  out  of  here,”  he 
muttered.  “Say,  but  this  is  great!” 

There  was  a  carved  panel  at  the  other  end  of  the  room 
bearing  the  representation  of  a  lion’s  head. 

Harry  had  discovered  this  when  he  first  made  the  rounds 
of  the  place. 

He  now  hurried  to  the  panel. 

Pressing  hard  upon  the  lion’s  left  eye  brought  no  results 
but  when  he  touched  the  right  the  panel  flew  noiselessly 
aside,  revealing  a  narrow  passage  beyond. 

Harry’s  heart  beat  fast  as  he  listened. 

“Things  seem  to  be  coming  my  way  all  right,”  he  mut¬ 
tered;  “but  how  about  passing  the  guard.  Of  course  there 
must  be  one  outside.” 

Not  a  sound  could  be  heard. 

Young  King  Brady  tip-toed  back  to  Crossman. 

He  would  have  closed  the  panel  if  he  had  known  how, 
but  he  didn’t,  and  he  did  not  dare  to  flash  the  light  of  his 
little  folding  dark-lantern  upon  it,  although  this  was  one 
of  the  few  things  which  had  been  left  behind  by  those  who 
had  searched  him. 

“Wake  up;  wake  up!”  he  breathed  in  Crossman’s  ear, 
slapping  him  hard  as  he  spoke. 

It  was  no  use. 

The  “Boy  Broker”  was  good  for  a  couple  of  hours  yet. 

“A  cannon  fired  in  the  room  here  would  not  wake  him  up.” 
muttered  Young  King  Brady.  “Nothing  doing  so  far  as  he 
is  concerned.  I  must  look  out  for  myself.  I  can  get  the 
police  to  pull  the  place,  once  I  am  free.” 

He  made  up  his  mind  to  arrest  Fontaine  in  that  event. 

It  would  be  easy  to  hold  him  on  a  charge  of  assaulting 
Buck  Seaman. 

How  to  get  out  himself  was  now  the  question. 

Harry  thought  fast.- 

“I’ll  risk  it  that  way,  for  it’s  the  safest,”  he  muttered, 
and  immediately  he  began  to  put  on  Fontaine’s  discarded 
female  a  tire. 

Young  King  Brady  was  something  in  (he  female  imper¬ 
sonation  line,  too. 

Though  not  equal  to  the  great  Fontaine,  perhaps,  he  felt 
sure  tlial  lie  would  be  able  to  make  up  in  pretty  good 
shape. 

So  he  slapped  on  the*  blonde  wig,  and  gol  inside  the  dress. 

There  was  a  large  mirror  against  the  wall,  and  by  ifs  aid 
and  with  the  help  of  the  paint  box,  Harry  made  up  his  face 
so  that  it  bore  a  fair  resemblance  to  Fontaine's. 

He  then  made  one  more  attempt  with  the  “Boy  Broker.” 
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It  was  no  use. 

“He  will  have  to  stop  where  he  is  until  sueh  time  as  I 
can  rescue  him,”  thought  Young  King  Brady. 

lie  stepped  through  the  open  panel  into  the  passage 
beyond. 

It  was  absolutely  dark. 

Harry  clapped  a •  hand  on  each  wall,  for  he  could  easily 
reach  the  narrow  space,  and  groped  his  way  on. 

He  had  not  gone  far  before  he  came  to  a  door. 

This  he  could  tell,  for  his  hand  struck  the  knob. 

It  turned  readily,  and  the  door  Hew  back,  Hooding  the 
place  with  light. 

A  well-furnished  room  with  a  buffet  lay  before  him. 

Before  Young  King  Brady  could  advance  a  step  a  perfect 
giant  of  a  man  sprang  up  out  of  a  chair  and  confronted 
him. 

“Hello!  Aren't  you  going  to  wait  for  Randall?”  he 
cried. 

“No,”  replied  Hari*y,  imitating  Miss  Brewster's  high 
falsetto  voice  the  best  he  could. 

“But  I’ll  be  blamed  if  you  don't!”  cried  the  man.  “Get 
back  inside  there!  Charley's  orders  were  that  you  wait.” 

“I’ve  waited  long  enough,”  said  Harry.  “I  have  other 
business  to  attend  to.  Let  me  pass,  please." 

“Can’t  do  it.  What  do  you  mean  by  opening  the  panel 
before  the  detective ?  Have  you  doped  him ?  Is  he  asleep ?” 

“Yes,”  said  Harry.  “I  gave  him  two  pipes,  and  it 
knocked  him  out.  Of  course  I  couldn’t  have  done  it  any 
other  way.” 

Right  there  a  door  at  the  other  end  of  the  room  flew 
open,  and  a  flashily  dressed  woman  burst  in. 

“Heavens!  I  am  fast  all  right,”  thought  Young  King 
Brady,  his  heart  sinking. 

He  recognized  the  woman  instantly  as  “Mother  Magner,” 
notorious  under  the  name  of  the  “Opium  Queen.” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  GETS  ON  THE  TRACK  OF  THE  MISSING 

SAFE. 

Old  King  Brady  did  not  succeed  in  finding  the  janitor 

of  the  building  on  Broad  Street. 

% 

What  he  wanted  was  to  have  him  unlock  the  office, 
lu  the  end  he  unlocked  it  himself  with  one  of  his  skele¬ 
ton  keys. 

Of  course  he  found  no  trace  of  Harry. 

Eontaine  dealt  in  skeleton  keys  also,  and  had  carefully 
locked  u p  before  leaving. 

Young  King  Brady,  as  we  know,  had  not  been  back  since 
and  from  the  way  matters  looked  when  we  left  him,  was  not 
very  likely  to  come  back  soon. 

That  something  had  happened  to  Harry  Old  King  Brady 
felt  certain,  and  he  spent  the  next  two  hours  lookintr  for 
him,  but,  of  course,  without  success. 

“The  boy  will  have  to  take  care  of  himself,  and  I  have 


no  doubt  he  is*  good  for  it,  thought  the  old  detective  a1  , 
last.  “I’ve  got  to  work  the  wires  here  in  Wall  Street  while  1 
I  can.  When  one  comes  to  deal  with  as  shrewd  a  person  a- 1 
Mr.  Archbald  of  the  Bulls  and  Bears  Club,  it’s  no  joke."  '  I 
Old  King  Brady  hurried  to  Police  Headquarters  still  ini 


his  disguise. 

Here  he  called  at  the  office  of  the  inspector. 

“Well,  sir,  what  can  1  do  for  you?”  that  official  asked. | 

Old  King  Brady,  without  answering,  removed  his  false' 
beard. 

“Brady!  Is  it  possible?” 

“Here  I  am.” 

“Heard  you  were  out  of  town.” 

“1  intended  people  should  think  so.  I  am  waiting  for 
a  certain  party  to  slip  into  town  from  Canada  who  wouldn  t 
care  to  make  the  venture  if  he  thought  the  Bradys  were 
around.” 

“I’ll  keep  mum.  What’s  up?”  ,  ft 

“While  waiting  1  have  taken  up  another  case.” 

“The  deuce !  Well,  you  . are  always  at  it." 

“Have  to  be,  inspector.  I  want  a  detective  who  under¬ 
stands  safe  locks — know  such  a  man?" 

“Yes,  I  have  a  man  like  that.  He  can  open  any  lock 
which  can  be  opened,  and  he  can  break  into  a  safe  the 
quickest  of  any  fellow  you  ever  knew.” 

“A  professional  ?” 

“In  both  senses  of  the  word.  He  lias  been  a  safe-maker 
and  a  safe-breaker.  We  are  using  him  just  now.” 

“What’s  his  name?”  ’ 

“Ben  Bradley.”  | 

“Where  can- 1  get  at  him?” 

“I  can  raise  him  in  an  hour's  time.” 

“I  can’t  wait.  Let  him  meet  me  at  the  Astor  House  at 
half- past  eleven.  I  will  be  in  the  lobby  down-stairs,  or  on 
the  sidewalk  outside.” 

“It  shall  be  done.  Any  objection  to  telling  lhe  what 
case  you  are  working  on  ?” 

“I  would,  cheerfully,  but  it  is  entirely  private.  I  doubt 
if  it  becomes  public  property  at  all.” 

“Very  good.  You  can  trust  Ben  to  keep  your  secret.” 

“Much  obliged,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

He  left  the  inspector's  office  then,  and  spent  the  next 
two  hours  attending  to  his  own  affairs. 

Ben  Bradley  met  Old  King  Brady  at  the  appointed  time. 

A  brief  conversation  with  the  man  satisfied  Old  King 
Brady  that  he  knew  his  business. 

"  Now,  then,  Bradley,  we  are  about  to  tackle  a  very  dan¬ 
gerous  matter,”  said  the  detective.  “You  can't  be  too 
silent  and  careful,  for  we  are  going  a<  the  supposed  allies 
ot  as  desperate  a  crook  as  ever  managed  to  keep  out  of 
prison,  if  1  know  anything  at  all.” 

“I'm  right  with  you,  sir.  I  ought  to  know  the  wav  of 
crooks  pretty  well.” 


T  suppose,  from  what  the  inspector  told  mo.  Where 
did  you  do  time?” 

“In  Moyamensing,  sir.” 

“Philadelphia  job,  eh?” 

“  ^  os-  S  a  disgrace,  of  course:  hut  when  a  man  serve* 
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is  lime,  and  tries  to  do  his  best  afterward,  there  is  not 
>  .  ueit  to  he  said  against  him,  in  my  way  of  thinking.” 

"Surely  not.  Did  von  bring*  your  tools  with  you?” 

"1  have  them  all  stowed  away  about  me  ;  but  you  must 
not  hope  for  too  much,  sir.  Brady,  they  are  making  safe- 
more  and  more  complicated.  The  old  combinations 
l  could  get  around,  but  the  way  they  make  them  nowadays 
D  quite  another  affair.” 

"1  am  hoping  for  nothing,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
"You  will  do  your  best,  of  course.  But  step  out  on  the 
street.  I  agreed  to  wait  for  my  man  there.” 

It  was  tep  minutes  past  twelve  when  Arclibald  came 

along. 

He  was  alone,  and  carried  nothing  with  him  but  a  light 

cane. 

“Ah,  Maldon,  pleased  to  see  you  !”  he  exclaimed.  “You 
are  right  on  time.  And  this  gentleman  is  our  mechanical 
friend,  I  presume?’’ 

Old  King  Brady  introduced  Ben  Bradley  under  another 
name. 

“Now,  then,”  said  Archbald,  starting  down  Broadway 
between  them,  “with  two  safe  experts  to  back  one,  it  is  safe 
to  say  that  I  shall  do  a  safe  business  to-night.  You  have 
explained  the  nature  of  the  business,  perhaps,  Maldon  ?” 

“I  have  explained  nothing,  because  I  knew  nothing,”  re¬ 
plied  Old  King  Brady.  “I  am  waiting  patiently  to  have 
you  explain  to  me.” 

“Good!  Well,  I  am  going  to  talk  right  out  plain,  be¬ 
cause  whatever  wre  do  must  be  done  to-night.  Two  days 
ago  a  certain  safe  in  this  town  disappeared  under  very  mys¬ 
terious  circumstances.  That  safe  belonged  to  the  brokerage 
firm  of  Crossman  &  Hinds  on  Wall  Street..  They  are  reg¬ 
ular  wore  "workers,  cornerers  of  stock  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing.  You  doubtless  know  something  about  them,  Maldon, 
especially  Hinds?” 

“I  do,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I  would  like  to  know 
where  Hinds  is  now.” 

“And  so  would  several  others^ I  fancy.  Especially  Cross¬ 
man.  Hinds  disappeared  with  the  safe.  It  is  all  a  mys¬ 
tery  to  most  of  the  world,  but  there  is  always  one  exception, 
and  in  this  case  I  believe  I  am  the  exception,  if  I  don’t  very 
greatly  mistake. 

“Some  days  ago  Hinds  came  to  me  in  regard  to  the  pay¬ 
ment  of  a  loan  I  had  made  him.  He  said  he  was  short,  but 
would  soon  be  in  funds,  and  wrnuld  then  settle.  At  the  time 
ho  borrowed  the  money  the  firm  was  hard  pressed  for  ready 
ca-h.  although  Crossman  possessed  property  enough  on 
which  he  afterward  realized.  I  made  the  loan  with  the  dis¬ 
tinct  understanding  that  it  should  be  paid  on  time.  I  have 
the  reputation  of  being  a  hard  man,  gentlemen,  and  justly 
-o.  for  that’s  what  I  am. 

“I  had  a  hold  over  this  man,  Hinds.  I  have  a  habit  of 
[  prving  into  other  people’s  business.  It  is,  in  fact,  my 
trade.  So,  when  he  tried  to  stave  me  off  on  the  payment 
of  the  loan  with  vague  promises,  I  began  to  threaten,  f 
fold  him  in  plain  United  States  that  if  he  did  not  come 
to  time.  I  would  put  the  screws  to  him,  and  expose  him 


in  his  true  character  of  an  ex-convict,  and  make  matters 
hot  for  him  generally,  you  understand?” 

“And  that  brought  you  information  which  surprised 
you,”  remarked  Old  King  Brady. 

“That’s  what  it  did,”  replied  Archbald.  “  He  up  and  told 
me  that  in  a  short  time  his  partner,  Crossman,  would  have 
all  his  property  converted  into  cash,  and  lie  would  arrange 
to  have  said  cash  deposited  in  the  safe.  When  this  was  done 
the  safe  was  to  disappear,  and  lie  would  be  in  funds.” 

“Did  he  tell  you  how  the  safe  was  to  do  the  disappear¬ 
ance  act?”  asked  fc)ld  King  Bradv,  when  Archbald  paused. 

“Not  in  all  its  details,”  was  the  reply*.  “He  said  that 
by  accident  he  had  discovered  a  secret  panel  in  the  wall  of 
the  old  house  in  which  the  offices  of  Crossman  &  Hinds 
are  located.  -  ' 

“These  offices  are  in  the  upper  half  of  the  building — that 
is,  the  half  nearest  Broadway.  The  lower  half  is  occupied 
by  an  insurance  company  who  have  a  large  storeroom  which 
contains  an  accumulation  of  books  gathered  by  one  of  the 
officers  during  many  years. 

“This  room  is  provided  with  if  on  walls  to  guard  the 
books  in  case  of  fire,  manv  of  them  being  verv  rare.  The 
insurance  director  being  very  old  and  infirm,  seldom  visits 
this  strange  library,  and  tfiere  it  remains  under  lock  and 
key,  the  door  being  opened  scarcely  once  a  year.” 

“And  in  that  library  now  stands  the  safe?"  demanded 
Old  King  Brady.  ( 

“Yes;  taken  in  through  the  secret  panel.  It  is  undoubt¬ 
edly  there.  Just  as  surely  it  contains  a  million  and  a  half 
of  dollars,  providing - ” 

“All !  here’s  the  sticker  !"  exclaimed  the  detective.  “Pro^ 
viding  Hinds  has  not  taken  out  the  money  and  sloped.” 

'  “Exactly.” 

-  “Which  is  probably  the  case?” 

“Which  is  probably  not  the  case.” 

“Why  do  you  say  so?” 

“I  say  so  because  it  was  agreed  between  us  that  I  was  to 
give  him  secret  -information  about  certain  stocks  which 
I  possessed,  and  which  would  have  enabled  him  to  double 
his  money  on  the  market  It  was  to  be  a  case  of  shrewd 
wire-working.  Crossman  was  to  be  made  drunk,  the  T.  & 
S.  W.  speculation  was  to  be  let  go  by  the  board,  and  this 
other  deal  made.  It  would  have  nearly  cleared  a  million  on 
an  investment  of  a  million  and  a  half.  We  were  to  jump 
in  on  the  market,  spread  certain  rumors  which  happened  for 
a  wonder  to  be  true;  bear  certain  stocks  and  then  divide. 
Hinds  would  then  have  sailed  for  Holland,  but  he  never 
turned  up  after  leaving  me  to  do  do  the  safe-disappearance 
act.  I  am  positive  some  accident  has  befallen  him,  and  that 
he  is  dead.”  v 

“Do  you  know  the  secret  of  the  panel  in  - Crossman  & 
Hinds’  office?”  Old  King  Brady  asked. 

“No,”  replied  Archbald.  “That  is  what  I  don’t  know, 
for  he  would  never  tell  me,  and  that  is  just  where  1  am 
short  ou  the  deal.  That  is  what  we  have  to  find  out  between 
us  to-night,  providing  we  can  get  into  the  place,  as  I  have 
every  reason  to  believe  we  can.” 

Old  King  Brady  shook  his  head  doubtfully. 
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“  It's  a  risky  business,  working  crooked  on  Wall  Street 
at  night,"  he  said.  “You  probably  know  as  well  as  1  do 
how  closely  everything  is  watched.” 

“Indeed  1  do.  i  have  surmounted  that  problem,  though.” 

“How?” 

“Wait  and  see.  We  are  now  about  to  begin  the  game.” 

They  had  been  walking  down  Broadway  while  this  con¬ 
versation  was  going  on,  and  had  now  almost  reached  Wall 
Street. 

Suddenly  Archbald  gave  a  shrill  whistle. 

A  wagon  which  had  been  jogging  on  Shead  of  them  im¬ 
mediately  drew  up  at  the  curb. 

Old  King  Brady  had  had  his  eye  on  the  wagon  from  the 
first,  for  it  had  kept  just  ahead  of  them  all  the  way  down 
from  the  Astor  House. 

The  detective  had  not  forgotten  what  Mr.  Archbald  said 
to  him  at  the  office  of  the  Bulls  and  Bears  Club  about 
knowing  an  undertaker  who  was  good  for  crooked  work. 

This  was  an  undertaker’s  wagon. 

There  was  the  usual  “ice  box”  in  it,  covered  with  a  black 
.  * 
cloth. 

“Jump  into  that  wagon,  and  lie  down  flat,  while  the  coast 
is  clear,  both  of  you,”  said  Archbald.  “One  will  get  into 
the  ice  box,  the  other  will  have  to  take  his  chances.  I’ll 
tell  him  what  to  do  when  we  reach  the  office.  Now !” 

He  had  chosen  his  time  well,  for  there  was  absolutely  no 
one  in  sight. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Ben  Bradley  climbed  into  the  wagon. 

Bradley  being  the  smallest,  scrambled  under  the  cloth 

and  got  into  the  ice  box. 

# 

Old  King  Brady,  with  the  cloth  covering  him,  lay  along¬ 
side. 

Archbald  himself  climbed  on  the  seat  with  the  driver. 

The  undertaker’s  wagon  then  turned  into  Wall  Street 
and  continued  on  down. 

“What  do  you  suppose  their  game  is?”  whispered  Brad¬ 
ley  from  the  ice  box. 

“Haven't  the  faintest  idea,”  replied  Old  King  Brady, 
in  a  whisper;  “but  I  wouldn't  talk  if  1  was  you — it  isn’t 
safe.” 

The  wagon  stopped  in  front  of  Crossman  &  Hinds’. 

The  policeman  on  the  beat,  who  saw  it  coming,  was  there 
waiting  for  it. 

“Well,  what’s  doing?”  Old  King  Brady  heard  him  ask.  x 

“  It’s  a  call  here,”  said  the  driver.  “They  didn't  want  to 
make  a  disturbance  during  business  hours.  I  was  ordered 
to  come  at  night.” 

“  I  noticed  the  crape  on  the  door,"  said  the  officer.  “Who 
is  dead  ?” 

“It's  a  nephew  of  Farley,  the  janitor,”  was  the  reply.  “He 
was  an  engineer  on  a  South  American  steamer.  He  died 
on  the  way  up  from  Maracaibo.  They  brought  the  body 
here  to  his  uncle's  this  afternoon.” 

“Oh,”  said  the  officer.  “Have  you  got  the  permit?” 

“Yes;  here  it  is.” 

“All  right.  What’s  in  the  box?  Ice,  I  suppose?” 

“Sure.” 

“Good  enough!  Let  her  go!" 


The  policeman  sauntered  on  toward  Pearl  Street,  swing¬ 
ing  his  club. 

Archbald  and  the  driver  started  to  draw  the  ice  box  out  | 
of  the  wagon. 

The  were  very  slow  about  it. 

When  the  officer  looked  around  just  before  he  turned  I 
into  Pearl  Street  they  were  carrying  it  up  the  iron  steps. 

Bradley  was  in  the  box,  of  course. 

Old  King  Brady  was  peeping  over  the  front  of  the  wagon, 
watching  the  policeman. 

The  instant  the  man  turned  the  corner  Old  King  Brady 
wiggled  out  of  the  back  of  the  wagon  like  an  eel  and  shot  up 
the  steps. 

The  door  had  been  opened  and  the  ice  box  carried  inside 

Farley,  the  janitor,  stood  with  the  others. 

The  man  looked  scare  "  out  of  his  wits. 

“Is  Crossman  here?”  thought  Old  King  Brady.  “He 
will  be  somewhat  surprised  if  he  is,  but  I  see  no  light.” 

“Shut  the  door!  Shut  the  door!”  whispered  Farley. 
“There,  let  me  lock  it.  I’m  afraid  this  job  is  going  to  get 
me  into  trouble.  There  was  a  detective  here  trying  to  pump 
me  this  afternoon.”  , 

“What  do  you  say?”  demanded  Archbald,  quickly. 

“  I  said  a  detective  was  here  pumping  me. 

“What  sort  of  a  looking  fellow  was  he?” 

“Old  man  with  chin-whiskers.” 

“Spare  face,  .Roman  nose?” 

“Yes.” 


V 


“  Old  King  Brady  in  disguise,  by  thunder !  I  thought 
the  old  duffer  was  out  of  town.” 

And  indeed  it  had  been  Old  King  Brady. 

Little  did  either  the  janitor  or  Archbald  imagine  that  the 
great  detective  was  standing  close  beside  them. 

“What  did  you  tell  him?”  demanded  Archbald. 

“Nothing  at  all,  of  course.  Why  would  I?  Am  I  a 
fool  ?” 

“Can’t  say,”  replied  Archbald,  dryly.  “I  wish  you  would 
open  that  door.” 

The  janitor  produced  his  bunch  of  keys  and  opened  the 
office  of  Crossman  &  Hinds. 

The  place  was  quite  dark.  There  was  no  sign  of  the  “Boy 
Broker”  inside. 

“Slide  in,"  said  Archbald.  “If  Old  King  Brady  is  on  the 
scent,  all  the  more  reason  for  quick  work.  We  must  secure 
the  dough  and  dust  out  with  lightning  speed.” 

He  directed  the  janitor  to  lock  the  door  behind  them, 
and  then,  groping  his  way  into  the  back  office,  produced  a 

dark  lantern  and  flashed  it  upon  the  place  where  the  safe  had 
stood. 


CHAPTER  X, 


YOUNG  KING  BRADY  TRIPS  a  ROT.D  GAME. 


"Who  is  this?  What's  doing  hero?’’  cried  Mother  Man¬ 
ner.  in  a  shrill,  piping  voice.  “Who  dares  to  disobey  mv 
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orders  and  let  strangers  into  the  joint  while  I  choose  to 
keep  it  closed  ?” 

The  big  guard  appeared  to  be  terribly  frightened,  and  no 
doubt  was. 

Mother  Magner  was  a  tyrant  of  the  worst  description. 

Her  pull  with  the  police  was  enormous. 

As  transpired  later,  she  had  been  directed  to  close  the 
joint  on  account  of  the  ‘‘Reform”  agitation,  and  had  done 

so. 

Without  her  knowledge  the  guard  had  given  Charley 
Randall,  who  was  a  regular  customer,  the  privilege  of  usiilg 
the  room  to  forward  his  evil  schemes. 

The  Opium  Queen  was  a  perfect  virago. 

She  sprang  forward  and  dealt  the  guard  a  blow  which 
would  have  done  credit  to  a  prize-fighter. 

Rushing  then  at  the  disguised  detective,  whom  she  knew 
well,  for  Harry  had  once  arrested  her,  she  seized  him  by 
the  hair. 

Well,  there  was  something-  doing  then,  of  course. 

The  mass  of  blonde  hair  came  off  in  her  hand,  and  Young- 
King  Bradv  stood  revealed. 

“Young  Brady!”  shrieked  the  virago.  “Now  you  have 
done  it!  Now  you  have  done  it!  It’s  a  pretty  mess  you 
have  got  me  into  now !” 

The  big  guard  stood  trembling  by  the  door,  and  never 
said  a  word. 

“Hold  on.  Mother  Magner,”  cried  Harry.  “Let  me  ex¬ 
plain.” 

“I  don’t  want  any  explanation!  I’ll  kill  you*!”  shrieked 
the  woman.  “No,  I  won’t,  either!  I  dassent.  I’d  like  to, 
though !  Oh,  this  is  a  shame  !  You  are  spying  here  to  re¬ 
port  my  joint  to  those  blame  reformers !  You  want  to 
make  me  trouble !  Oh!  oh!  oh!” 

•  She  stamped  her  foot  with  rage,  and  grew  so  red  in  the 
face  that  Harry  thought  she  was  ready  to  drop  in  a  fit. 

“Just  listen  to  me,”  he  said.  “I  am  not  here  on  your 
account  at  all.  I  am  working  on  my  own  business.  I  swear 
not  to  betray  your  place.” 

Mother  Magner  began  to  cool  down. 

“I  never  suspected,”  snarled  the  guard.  “I  thought  he 
was  Fontaine,  who  went  inside.”. 

“It’s  crooked  work  on  your  part!”  snapped  the  Opium 
Queen.  “Explain,  if  you  want  to  hold  your  job.” 

“Well,  I  gave  a  certain  gent  the  privilege  of  bringing  in 
a  couple  of  knockouts  what  he  wanted  to  keep  out  of  the 
way  for  to-night.” 

“You  did,  eh  ?  You’re  a  fine  bird !” 

“Hold  on  !  Don’t  get  excited  again,”  said  Harry.  “I’m 
one  of  the  knockouts,  Mrs.  Magner.  The  other  is  still  in- 
gide.  I  knocked  out  Fontaine  and  borrowed  his  female 
disguise,  that’s  all.  Now,  all  I  want  is  to  get  out  quietly 
and  take  the  other  fellow  with  me.  Let  us  go,  and  you  will 
never  hear  from  this  business  again.” 

Mother  Magner  had  now  completely  cooled  down. 

“Stand  just  where  you  are  for  five  minutes,  Brady,” 
she  said,  “and  I’ll  come  back  and  tell  you  what’s  doing. 
>j  You  big  loafer  there  in  the  corner,  come  on.” 


They  retired,  and  as  soon  as  they  were  gone,  Harry 
slipped  off  his  woman’s  clothes. 

In  ten  minutes  the  man  entered  alone. 

“You  are  to  follow  me,”  he  said,  gruffly.  “We  will  put 
you  on  the  street;  that’s  all  we  can  do.” 

“But  the  other  fellow?” 

“Stays  where  he  is.” 

“There  will  be  trouble  if  anything  happens  to  him.  I 
warn  you.” 

“Mind  your  own  business  and  come  dft.” 

There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  do  as  he  was  told. 

Harry  silently  followed  the  man  through  the  door  and 
along  a'  dark  passage. 

He  had  not  gone  ten  feet  when  two  men  suddenly  sprang 
upon  him. 

One  caught  the  detective  and  pinned  him  against  the 
wall,  the  other  tied  his  hands  behind  him  and  bandaged  his 
eyes. 

“Keep  cool.  Don’t  make  any  fuss.  No  harm  will  come 
to  you  !”  one  of  the  pair  exclaimed.  “Our  orders  are  to  put 
you  on  the  street,  and  we  are  going  to  do  it  in  a  way  that  you 
won’t  be  able  to  come  back  here  again.” 

“Isn’t  my  word  enough?”  demanded  Young  King  Brady, 
ceasing  to  struggle  now. 

“No,  it  isn’t,”  said  Mother  Magner’s  voice.  Harry  was 
blindfolded  now.  “I  want  no  trouble  with  Old  King  Brady 
or  any  of  his  people.  If  I  had  been  consulted  in  this  busi¬ 
ness  you  would  never  have  been  brought  here.  I  propose  to 
get  rid  of  you  the  best  way  I  can.” 

“But  that  young  man  inside  there?  Can’t  he  come  with 
me?”  demanded  Harry,  making  a  last  appeal  for  the  “Boy 
Broker.” 

“No,  he  can’t,”  snarled  Mother  Magner.  “Take  him 
along,  boys;  I  want  no  more  talk.” 

Harry  was  then  hustled  along  the  passage,  down  a  flight 
of  stairs,  through  a  door  and  into  the  street. 

Next  thing  he  knew  he  was  lifted  into  a  carriage.  # 

A  man  crowded  in  alongside  of  him. 

“Brady,  I’ve  got  a  cocked  revolver  right  here,”  he  said. 
“Don’t  you  try  to  holler,  or  there’ll  be  trouble — see?” 

“I’m  dumb,”  replied  Harry;  “only  finish  this  job  as 
soon  as  you  can.” 

“It  won’t  be  but  a  minute  now,”  was  the  reply.  “Keep 
cool.” 

It  was  nearly  ten  when  the  carriage  stopped. 

The  man  cut  the  cords  which  held  Harry’s  hands  and 
took  off  the  bandage. 

“Get  out,”  he  said,  “and  mind  what  you  do.” 

The  instant  Young  King  Brady  set  foot  on  the  pavement 
the  carriage  started  at  full  speed. 

The  detective  now  found  himself  on  Eighth  Avenue, 
well  up-town. 

He  was  weak  from  want  of  food  and  from  the  effects  of 
the  chloroform. 

Harry  steered  straight  for  the  nearest  restaurant,  and 
ordered  a  substantial  meal. 

While  waiting  to  be  served,  he  took  out  the  wallet  which 
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he  had  secured  from  Fontaine  and  hastened  to  examine 
its  contents. 

There  were  two  letters  which  interested  him  greatly. 

As  for  the  rest  of  the  papers  in  the  wallet,  they  had  no 
bearing  on  the  Grossman  case. 

File  first  letter  examined  read  as  follows : 

“Dear  Buck: — 1  shall  do  the  safe  act  to-night.  1  hope 
you  will  forgive  me  for  not  telling  you  just  how  1  propose 
to  do  it.  Bu sines'?  is  business,  and,  as  you  know,  I  seldom 
tell  mine.  Enough  that  the  safe  will  disappear,  i  want 
the  control  of  the  Baby's  million  and  a  half  for  twenty-four 
hours  to  do  a  turn  through  the  Bulls  and  Bears  Club.  I 
can  nearly  double  my  money  in  that  time,  and  will  then 
surprise  the  Baby  by  taking  up  the  T.  &  S.  VY.  stock  on  my 
own  account.  This  will  give  me  the  complete  upper  hand 
in  the  management  of  the  business  affairs  of  C.  &  H.,  which 
is  what  I  want.  It  is  not  my  intention  to  break  the  firm. 
As  soon  as  all  this  is  over  I  will  cash  in  with  you,  and  if 
you  want  to  bbrrow  half  a  million  on  no  better  security  than 
your  note,  you  can.  Now  isn’t  that  square  and  generous? 
Perhaps  I  am  a  fool  for  trying  this  job,  for  the  safe  is  bound 
to  turn  up  sooner  or  later  ;  still  I  can  pull  the  wool  over 
Baby  Grossman’s  eyes  every  time,  and  he  will  never  suspect 
me.  Speak  of  this  to  nobody,  above  all,  not  to  your  dear 
friend  Fontaine,  whom  I  would  like  to  strangle.  Believe 
me,  Buck,  no  good  can  come  of  your  association  with  that 
nasty  little  dope  fiend,  and  you  would  do  a  lot  better  if 
you  would  try  to  break  away  from  the  pipe  yourself.  As 
ever  your  old  pal,  Jack/’ 

“There's  the  story  of  the  safe,”  thought  Harry,  when  he 
read  this  letter.  “  But,  after  all,  it  is  no  clew.” 

The  next  letter  was  more  to  the  point. 

It  read  as  follows  : 

“Dear  Jimmy: — The  mystery  of  the  safe  is  no  mystery 
at  all.  I  know  where  it  is.  More  than  that,  I  have  the  key 
which  will  let  me  into  the  place.  Ha  !  am  I  not  a  wonderful 
man?  My  love  of  old  books  secured  me  this.  F1J  explain 
later.  There  are  two  things  to  do.  First,  the  Bradys  are  on 
the  case,  and  theyfll  get  you  for  the  Seaman  job  if  you  don’t 
look  sharp.  They  are  now  in  Seaman’s  office,  in  full  pos¬ 
session,  and  in  disguise.  We  want  to  put  them  out  of  bus¬ 
iness.  Gome  to  me  at  once,  or  in  case  you  can’t  come  we 
will  chance  it  on  the  Bradys,  and  you  can  meet  me  at  the 
South  Ferry  at  half-past  twelve  o’clock  to-night.  We  will 
then  proceed  to  go  to  the  safe,  and  I  shall  have  a  practical 
man  with  me  prepared  to  blow  it  if  necessary.  This  appoint¬ 
ment  stands  in  any  event,  whether  I  see  you  during  the  day 
or  not.  Yours  faithfully,  G.  S.  R  A  $  DALE. 

“Mr.  Jacques  Fontaine.” 

Young  King  Brady  made  quick  work  of  his  meal. 

The  instant  he  was  through  he  called  a  cab  and  was  rap¬ 
idly  driven  to  Police  Headquarters. 

Later  he  emerged  from  the  big  white  building  on  Mul¬ 
berry  Street  accompanied  by  two  “phi  in -clothes"  men. 

There  was  no  time  to  look  up  Old  King  Brady;  no  lime 


•  to  do  anything  but  act,  for  it  was  already  after 
* 

o'clock. 


twelve  , 


dumping  into  the  cab,  they  were  driven  rapidly  to  the  cor-  4 
ner  of  Pearl  and  Pine  Streets. 

Here  they  dismissed  the  cab  and  walked  to  the  corner  of 
Wall  Street.  j 

“Easy,  gentlemen,  easy,”  said  Harry.  “Let  me  spy  out 
the  land  first,”  M 

“Say,  Brady,”  said  one  of  the  plain-clothes  men,  “you’ll 
find  1  am  right.  The  officer  on  the  beat  isn’t,  in  it.  I  know 
the  man  well.” 

“And  you  will  find  that  it  will  pay  you  to  do  your  full 
duty  in  any  case,”  replied  Harry,  sternly.  “If  he  is  in  it  lie 
is  to  be  arrested.  This  is  too  serious  a  matter  to  allow  in¬ 
fluence  to  go  for  anything — do  you  understand  ?” 

“Oh,  of  course  that  is  understood  in  any  case,”  replied  the 
man.  “We  are  going  to  do  the  right  thing.” 

Harry  looked  at  his  watch. 

It  wanted  a  quarter  to  one. 

“I  wonder  where  the  governor  is  about  now?”  he  thought. 
“Won’t  it  surprise  him  if  I  am  able  to  close  this  case 
and  show  up  the  missing  safe  in  the  morning;  and  yet  1 
don’t  understand  how  the  safe  can  have  been  moved.” 

He  stole  to  the  corner  and  looked  around  into  Wall 
Street. 

“Hist!  Hist!”  he  called  back  to  the  plain-clothes  men, 
in  a  suppressed  voice. 

“Well,  I  vow!”  breathed  the  man  who  had  spoken  up 
for  the  officer. 

An  undertaker’s  wagon  stood  in  front  of  Grossman  & 
Hinds’  office. 

On  the  steps  of  the  insurance  company,  which  occupied 
the  other  half  of  the  old  building,  stood  a  policeman  in 
full  uniform;  a  large,  gentlemanly  looking-  man,  and  a 
roughly  dressed  fellow,  evidently  a  professional  crook, 
were  with  him. 

The  policeman  was  in  the  ict  of  unlocking  the  door. 

“They  are  at  it,”  whispered  Young  King  Brady,  “and  it 
is  just  as  I  told  you- — the  cop  is  in  the  job.  Now,  then,  boys, 
we  are  here  to  do  business.  Only  question  is.  do  they  lock 
the  door- behind  them?  If  so,  we  shall  hate  to  catch  ’em 
when  they  come  out.” 

As  he  spoke,  all  three  of  the  men  passed  into  the  office 
of  the  insurance  company  and  disappeared. 


CHAPTER  XI. 
the  mystery  solved. 


I\eep  I  fiat  lantern  quiet,  for  Heaven  s  sake.' 


'HICI  OKI 


King  Brady.  “We  shall  have  the  eop  tumbling  in  on  the 
top  of  us.  next  thing  we  know.” 

“That’s  what,”  admitted  Archbald,  “hut  how  am  !  to 
help  it?  We  must  have  light  to  work  by.  don’t  you  know." 

“Oh,  you  are  a  jww  crook,”  said  the  detective  “Gi\e 
me  the  lantern.  I’ll  show  you  how  this  thing  is  done.” 
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Ho  removed  his  hat  and  placed  the  lantern  inside  of  it. 

The  hat  was  a  soft  one,  and  crushed  against  the  handle 
of  the  lantern,  making  it  easy  to  hold  it  so. 

“Now,  the  deuce  of  it#is,  to  tind  the  secret  spring/’  said 
Archbald.  "‘That  there  is  one  here  somewhere  there  can't 
be  any  doubt,  if  a  fellow  could  only  put  his  hand  on  it  — 
that's  all.”  *■ 

Old  King  Brady  made  no  reply. 

The  very  first  thing  he  had  thought  of  when  he  first  vis¬ 
ited  the  offices  of  Crossman  &  Hinds  was  that  the  safe  might 
have  been  taken  through  the  wall. 

It  had  been  the  detective’s  full  intention  to  examine  into 
this  particularly/  but  the  chance  had  never  offered  until 
now*. 

While  he  stood  holding  the  lantern  for  Crossman  to  work 
by.  Old  King  Brady’s  experienced  eye  was  traveling  up  and 
down  the  wall. 

‘‘I  believe  I  have  located  it/’  he  said  to  himself.  “Strange 
I  did  not  think  of  it  in  the  first  instance.  I’ll  bet  a  hat  he 
don’t  find  it  and  has  to  fall  back  on  me.” 

But  Archbald  did  his  work  thoroughly. 

He  began  at  the  top  of  the  wall,  standing  on  a  chair  and 
taking  out  a  powerful  reading  glass,  examined  it  inch  by 
inch  until  he  reached  the  level  of  the  floor. 

Then  he  continued  his  search  along  the  baseboard,  up  on 
the  other  side  against  the  partition,  along  the  ceiling,  and 
then  paused. 

“Nothing  doing?”  questioned  Old  King  Brady. 

“Nothing  yet.  I  don’t  give  it  up,  though.  There  ts  the 
whole  centre  of  the  panel  to  be  examined  yet." 

“Want  any  suggestions ?” 

“If  you  have  any  to  make — yes.” 

Old  King  Brady  struck  hard  against  the  wall. 

It  w’as  not  a  hollow  sound  exactlv,  which  came  back,  but 
rather  a  rattling,  as  though  of  sheet  iron. 

“That  wall  is  lined  on  the  other  side  with  sheet  iron, 
or  perhaps  zinc,”  the  detective  said. 

“That’s  what,”  replied  Bradley. 

“I  wish  you  would  hurry  up,”  said  the  driver  of  the 
undertaker’s  wagon.  “The  five  thousand  you  promised  me 
will  hardly  pay  if - ” 

“Shut  up!”  snarled  the  manager  of  the  Bulls  and  Bears 
Club.  “Keep  your  private  affairs  and  mine  to  yourself, 
can’t  you?  You  will  get  nothing  out  of  this  if  you  don’t 

take  care.” 

“Then,  if  I  get  nothing,  somebody  else  will  get  something 
whjch  won’t  suit  for  a  cent,”  growled  the  man;  but  he  made 
no  remark  after  that. 

“The  wall  is  unquestionably  hollow,”  declared  Old  King 
Brady,  “and  it  is  just  as  sure  that  it  is  lined  with  sheet 
iron.  Now'  there  must  be  a  reason  for  this.  I  should  say 
there  wu-  pretty  certain  to  be  something  doing.” 

“But  that  don’t  give  us  the  secret,”  replied  Archbald. 
“  You  were  going  to  make  a  suggestion.  Spit  it  out.” 

“Do  you  see  that  hole  in  the  baseboard  ?”  asked  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Ye- ;  somebody  has  bored  a  hole  there.  Like  enough  to 
V  -  air  info  the  vault.  What  then:'” 


“It  is  nothing  of  the  sort,”  replied  the  detective.  “That 
hole  originally  hyld  a  door-step,  and  that  argues  That  there 
was  a  door  in  the  other  end  of  the  partition,  which  came 
against  it.  Your  opening  lies  on  the  left  side.” 

“I’m.  willing  to  admit  that  you  are  right.  What  then?” 

Old  King  Brady  threw  his  whole  weight  against  the  par¬ 


tition  on  the  left  side. 

“It  binds  above  and  below,”  he  said.  “That  means  two 
bolts,  one  at  the  top  and  the  other  at  the  bottom,  conse¬ 
quently  the  secret  spring  must  lie  in  the  middle,  and  prob¬ 
ably  close  to  the  partition  wall,  for  whoever  built  the 
panel  would  naturally  use  the  door  space  to  put  it  in ;  that* 
reduces  the  field  of  your  examination  to  a  very  smhll  com¬ 
pass.” 

“Well,  well ;  I  admit  the  force  of  your  reasoning;  but  it 
don’t  give  us  the  secret  spring.” 

“I  never  said  1  could  do  that.  I  said  I  had  a  suggestion 
to  make- — that  is  all.” 

“Since  you  are  so  slick  at  the  business,  perhaps  you  had 
better  examine  for  yourself,”  said  Archbald.  “I’ll  hold  the 
light.”  .  , 

Old  King  Brady  passed  him  the  lantern,  and  started 
in  to  look  for  the  secret  spring. 

The  paper  was  of  peculiar  pattern. 

Its  color  was  a  dark  red,  checked  all  over  with  white  spots. 

It  was  by  no  means  a  newr  paper.  On  the  contrary,  it 
looked  as  if  it  might  have  been  on  the  wall  a  long  time. 

Many  of  thfe  white  spots  had  become  soiled,  and  there  was 
one  which  had  turned  quite  black,  which  the  detective's 
keen  eye  singled  out  after  a  moment’s  examination. 

“Here  you  are,  unless  I  greatly  mistake!”  he  exclaimed, 
putting  his  finger  upon  it.  “Yes,  I  thought  so.  Tlte  mys¬ 
tery  is  solved.” 

It  was  a  silver  button  set  in  the  wall  which  had  become 
black  with  age. 

As  Old  King  Brady  pressed  his  finger  hard  against  it 
portion  of  the  wrall  about  four  feet  wude,  and  reaching 
from  the  ceiling  to  the  floor,  glided  slowly  to  one  side  with 
a  creaking  sound. 

A  dark  opening  was  exposed  behind. 

“ Eureka!”  cried  Archbald.  “Mai don,  von  are  a  remark- 
able  man.” 

“Our  work  lies  inside  there,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“Lead  on.”  , 

Arclibald  passed  through  the  opening,  flashing  the  lan¬ 
tern  about. 

A  sharp  cry  instantly  escaped  him. 

“  Great  heavens  !  What  is  this  ?’’  he  oxela i mod. 


“It’s  the  safe  all  right,”  breathed  Bradley. 

“Look !  Look  !  There  on  the  floor  !” 

“If  is  death,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Is  that  Henry 
Hinds?” 


“No  one  else.  Dead  these  two  days!”  gasped  Archbald 
drawing  back  with  a  shudder. 

There  he  lay,  half  on  his  side,  half  on  bis  hack,  all  in  e, 
heap. 

He  wras  not  only  dead,  but  cold ;  there  was  every  evidence 
that  ho  had  been  dead  since  the  night  of  the  robbery. 
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Old  King  Brady  knelt  down  and  turned  the  body  over. 
There  was  a  little  pool  of  dried  blood  on  the  floor,  and 
more  about  the  dead  man's  mouth. 


The  place  where  he  lay  was  a  narrow  and  rather  long 
enclosure,  lined  on  all  sides  with  sheet  iron. 

Along  the  walls  shelves  were  ranged,  and  there  were 
hooks  by  dozens  tied  up  in  bundles,  standing  about  on 
the  floor,  in  the  midst  of  which  was  the  big  safe  of  Cross¬ 
man  &  Hinds,  with  the  door  ajar. 

“It’s  open  and  ready  for  us,”  said  Bradley.  “My  services 
are  not  needed  here.” 

“It-  is  horrible!”  muttered  Archbald,  “and  yet  I  sus¬ 
pected  something  of  the  sort.  I  was  sure  from  the  first  that 
Hinds  must  be  dead,  for  having  got  out  the  safe,  he  had 
every  motive  for  remaining,  and  none  at  all  for  keeping 
out  of  the  way.” 


“I  think  I  can  explain  it  all,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“  IVs  a  case  of  murder,  sure.  He  had  help.  The  other  fel¬ 
low  did  him  up  and  sloped.  Maldon,  we  shall  find  no  cash 
in  that  safe,”  Archbjyld  replied. 

“Why  not?  Look  and  see!”  growled  the  undertaker. 
“What  are  you  holding  back  for?” 

“I  hate  to  go  near  the  blame  thing,”  said  Archbald;  “it 
seems  almost  ghoulish !” 

“We  want  light  here,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

He  struck  a  match  and  lighted  a  gas-jet  which  hung  down 
from  the  ceiling. 

“I  think  I  can  explain  all  this,”  he  said  again.  “Just 
listen  a  minute  before  we  handle  the  safe.  You  see  how  it 
was  dragged  in?  Mark  my  words,  this  was  the  work'  of 
Henr)f  Hinds  alone.” 

There  was  a  door  on  the  other  side  of  the  iron  room. 

Through  the  sheet  iron  lining  on  either  side  df  the  door 
an  enormous  screw-eye  had  been  driven,  and  through  these 
screw-eyes  passed  ropes  which,  although  now  removed  from 
it  and  lying  on  the  floor,  had  evidently  been  around  the  safe. 

Over  in  one  corner  was  a  small  winch  such  as  house- 
movers  use. 

It  carried  a  drum  operated  by  a  powerful  screw  around 
which  the  rope  was  wound. 

The  apparatus  had  evidently  been  made  for  the  purpose 
for  which  it  had  been  used,  and  Old  King  Brady  pointed  all 
this  out  to  his  companions. 

“Nothing  easier  than  to  move  the  safe  on  its  rollers  with 
a  thing  like  that,”  he  said;  “yet  it  required  considerable 
strength  to  turn  the  screw.  Henry  Hinds  turned  it  once  too 
often.  He  ruptured  a  blood  vessel  and  fell  dead.” 

“Heavens!  I  believe  you  are  right!”  exclaimed  Arch¬ 
bald,  throwing  back  the  door  of  the  safe. 

“The  money  is  all  here!”  he  exclaimed.  “This  is  a 
cinch.  But  how  came  the  secret  panel  shut  on  the  man?” 

“ Probably  he  shut  it  himself,”  said  Old  King  Brady, 
turning  to  examine  into  the  mechanism  of  the  thing. 


He  had  scarcely  laid  his  hand  upon  it  when  the  panel, 
with  the  same  creaking  sound,  shot  hack  into  place. 

“Great  Scott!”  cried  the  undertaker.  “Open  it  again! 
I  don't  want  to  be  penned  in  here.” 


It  was  easy  to  say  it;  but  to  open  the  panel  proved  to  be 
beyond  Old  King  Brady’s  mechanical  skill. 

Ten  minutes  passed. 

"  Every  one  of  those  minutes  the  detective  spent  working 
on  the  panel. 

There  was  no  trace  of  the  mechanism  to  be  seen  any¬ 
where. 

Undoubtedly  it  was  concealed  beneath  the  floor. 

A  secret  spring  probably  existed,  but  Old  King  Brady 
could  not  find  it. 

“I  give  up!”  he  exclaimed  at  last.  “Nothing  doing  so 
far  as  I  am  concerned.  Only  thing  is  for  us  to  get  the 
graft  and  break  through  the  best  we  can.” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

“Well,  by  Jove,  this  beats  the  record !”  cried  the  manager 
of  the  Bulls  and  Bears  Club.  “Strange  that  the  blamed 
thing  can  be  opened  one  way  and  not  the  other.  What’s  the 
matter  with  our  great  lock  expert  trying-  his  hand  at  it  in¬ 
stead  of  standing  there  in  the  corner  sucking  his  thumbs?” 

Now,  as  it  happened,  Bradley  was  a  man  with  a  temper. 

“Who  are  you  talking  to  ?”  he  snapped.  “I'm  ready  to  do 
my  part  when  I  am  spoken  to  civilly.” 

“Find  the  way  to  open  the  panel,  then,”  cried  Archbald, 
who  was  more  disturbed  than  he  cared  to  admit. 

There  they  stood.  Archbald,  the  janitor,  the  undertaker. 
Bradley  and  Old  King  Brady,  all  staring  at  the  panel  which 
presented  an  unbroken  iron  surface  now. 

Even  the  open  eyes  of  the  dead  man  by  the  safe  seemed 
to  stare  at  it  as  though  he  too  were  anxious  to  escape. 

“Out  of  the  way!”  bawled  Archbald.  “I'll  try  my  hand 
at  the  job !” 

He  pushed  past  Old  King  Brady,  brushing  Bradley  to 
one  side. 

Then  there  was  something  doing  all  in  an  instant. 

Archbald  used  eyeglasses  when  he  wanted  to  read. 

When  not  using  them  he  kept  the  eyeglasses  hanging 
to  a  little  hook  on  the  lapel  of  his  coat. 

This  hook,  by  an  unlucky  chance,  managed  to  entangle 
itself  in  Old  King  Brady's  false  beard,  whipping  it  off  in  a 

jiffy.  | 

“Flames  and  furies!  What  is  this?”  roared  Archbald, 
the  beard  dangling  from  the  eyeglass  hook. 

“Business!”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 

Like  lightning  the  defective  had  whipped  out  two  re¬ 
volvers. 

W  ith  one  he  covered  the  manager  of  the  Bulls  and  Bears 
Cluh,  with  the  other  the  undertaker. 

Bradley  proved  himself  a  good  second  to  the  old  detec¬ 
tive. 

He  jumped  toward  the  janitor,  jamming  a  revolver  at  his 
head. 

At  the  same  instant  a  grating  sound  was  heard  at  the  deer 
on  the  side  of  the  vault  toward  the  insurance  coropanw 
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“Surrender!-'  shouted  the  detective.  “Archbald,  it's  all 
up  with  you  !” 

“  Old  King  Bradv!”  gasped  Archbald. 

“Yes;  and  Young  King  Brady,  too!”  cried  a  voice. 

The  door  leading  into  the  other  office  was  suddenly  thrown 

back. 

In  jumped  Harry,  revolver  in  hand. 

Right  behind  Young  King  Brady  came  one  of  the  plain¬ 
clothes  men. 

Loud,  angry  voices  could  be  heard  talking1  outside  the 
door. 

“Heavens!  There’s  murder  been  done  here!”  the  plain¬ 
clothes  man  said. 

“Nothing  of  the  sort,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  hurriedly. 
“Keep  them  covered,  boys!  Harry,  you  are  just  in  time. 
Hold  out  your  hands  for  the  bracelets,  Archbald.  No 
monkey  business  now !  We  have  got  you  dead  to  rights, 
and  you  know  it.  Ah,  that’s  the  talk !” 

It  was  all  over  in  an  instant.  • 

The  Bradys  had  the  bracelets  ready. 

With  the  help  of  Bradley,  who  was  similarly  provided 
Old  King  Brady  had  the  manager  of  the  Bulls  and  Bears 
♦Club,  the  janitor,  and  the  undertaker  handcuffed  in  a 
twinkling. 

Archbald  swore  a  “blue  streak.” 

The  undertaker  loudly  protested  his  innocence,  and  kept 
calling  out  that  he  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  job. 

As  for  the  janitor,  he  whined  like  a  whipped  cur. 

“Sure  they  forced  me  into  it !”  he  kept  saying.  “I  could 
not  help  myself;  I’ll  swear  to  that.  Let  up  on  me  and  I’ll 
tell  9II  I  know.” 

“Silence,  all  of  you!”  cried  Old  King  Brady,  sternly. 
“Harry,  what  does  this  mean?  How  came  you  here?” 

“Step  into  the  other  office  andyouwill  see  what  it  means,” 
replied  Young  King  Brady.  “It  is  not  only  one  gang  of 
s^fe-robbers  we  have  captured,  governor — it’s  two.” 

Pushing  Archbald  before  him,  Old  King  Brady  passed 
into  the  office  of  the  insurance  company. 

Here  he  found  the  other  plain-clothes  man  and  a  police¬ 
man  in  full  uniform  standing  guard  over  two  handcuffed 

men.  .  1 

“Charley  Randall,  the  bond  broker!”  exclaimed  Old 
King  Brady,  “and  one-eyed  Leary,  the  safe-breaker,  too! 
Well,  well,  this  is  a  bagging  gamd  with  a  vengeance.  How 
did  it  all  come  about?” 

“I  captured  them,  Mr.  Brady,”  said  the  policeman,  vol¬ 
ubly.  “They  tried  to  bribe  me  to  help  them  get  the 

graft - ” 

“And  did  it,”  broke  in  Harry.  “You  know  your  busi- 
rie-s,  officer,  T  dare  say,  and  you  can  lie  as  much  as  you  like, 
but  there  is  no  doubt  in  my  mind  that  you  were  in  the  job.” 

“Shut  your  mouth,  vour  young  dibber-gibbet,”  snarled 
the  policeman.  “Who’ll  take  your  word  against  mine? 
Didn’t  you  find  me  covering  them  with  me  revolver  when 
von  came  in  ?” 

w 

“He  was  to  get  one-third,  gentlemen,”  said  Randall, 
cooJlv.  “I’m  pinched,  and  the  proof  is  dead  against  me, 


so  I  don’t  care  what  I  say.  Here’s  the  story.  1  happened  to 
learn  accidentally  that  the  safe  was  probably  in  that  room, 
and  as  I  happened  to  be  a  friend  of  old  Meyers  of  this  insur¬ 
ance  company,  1  was  able  to  borrow  the  key  of  the  room 
under  pretense  of  examining  some  rare  first  editions  among 
the  books  he  keeps  concealed  inside  there.  It  was  our  friend 
the  policeman  who  had  a  false  key  made  for  the  door. 
That’s  the  truth,  and  I’ll  stick  to  it.  If  I've  got  to  go  to 
Sing  Sing  he  shall  go,  too.” 

“I’ll  bet  he  lies !”  growled  the  plain-clothes  man  who  had 
spoken  up  for  the  policeman  to  Young  King  Brady. 

“That’s  what  he  does!”  mumbled  the  policeman. 

“Do  we  take  him,  too,  governor?”  asked  Harry,  waving 
his  hand  at  the  policeman.  “It  is  for  you  to  decide.” 

“I  have  nothing  to  do  with  this  officer  except  to  report 
his  case  to  my  friend,  the  inspector,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“If  he  was  not  exactly  caught  with  the  goods  on  him,  it 
pretty  nearly  amounts  to  the  same  thing.  Perhaps  this 
would  be  a  good  time  for  disappearing.  If  so,  he  has  the 
chance.” 

“All  right,”  said  Harry;  “that’s  your  funeral,  not  mine. 
But  what’s  to  be  done?  Do  we  leave  the  safe  and  its  mill¬ 
ions  unguarded?” 

“Not  if  I  know  it,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “There 
is  a  wagon  outside  belonging  to  my  friend  the  undertaker. 
I  would  suggest  tying  these  men  up  and  sending  them  to 
the  station  house  in  it.  There  are  three  officers  here,  and 
if  they  are  not  able  to  take  care  of  five  prisoners,  they  may 
escape,  for  all  I  care.  I  am  interested  only  in  the  Crossman 
safe  disappearance  case,  and  the  man  who  did  that  job  i~ 
dead.” 

It  was  so  arranged. 

The  policeman  and  the  plain-clothes  men  put  their  pris¬ 
oners  in  the  undertaker’s  wagon  and  ran  them  over  to  the 
Church  Street  Station. 

The  Bradys  and  Detective  Bradley  remained  behind. 

Returning  to  the  iron  room,  Harry  briefly  told  Iris  adven¬ 
tures,  while  Bradley  studied  into  the  mechanism  of  the 
secret  panel. 

Just  as  Young  King  Brady  finished  his  story  he  discov¬ 
ered  the  secret  spring  which  controlled  it,  and  the  panel  shot 
back. 

“Good!”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “That’s  the  talk! 
What’s  the  matter  with  taking  the  safe  right  into  the  office, 
boys?  Then  we  can  shut  this  thing  up,  and  start  in  to  ex¬ 
amine  the  cash.” 

This  was  done. 

The  ropes  were  adjusted,  and  the  winch  carried  into  the 
office  of  Crossman  &  Hinds. 

With  three  strong  men  to  work  the  winch  there  was  little 
difficulty  in  rolling  the  safe  back  into  the  office. 

There  they  permitted  it  to  stand  in  the  middle  of  the 
floor,  in  order  to  allow  room  to  get  through  into  the  iron 
room. 

Old  King  Brady  then  proceeded  to  examine  the  contents 
of  the  safe. 

It  contained  a  large  sum  of  money  in  greenbacks  and  gold. 

Old  King  Brady  did  not  stop  to  count  it  then. 
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“  Now,  Bradley/*  he  said,  “von  have  worked  well  to-night 
and  1  shall  so  report  to  the  inspector.  Get  right  up  to 
Headquarters  and  let  them  .notify  the  coroner.  You  will 
then  find  out  where  Mother  Magner  is  now  running  her 
opium  joint,  dump  right  in  there  with  sufficient  force  to 
carry  the  place  by  storm.  Capture  the  old  harridan,  if  you 
can,  and  that  fellow  Fontaine,  at  any  cost,  for  he  is  wanted 
for  the  Buck  Seaman  job.  Get  young  Crossman  out ;  bring 
him  here,  drunk  or  sober.  Hustle  now,  and  do  the  best  you 
can.” 

It  was  ten  o'clock  before  Bradley  returned. 

Meanwhile  the  inspector  and  other  police  officials,  includ¬ 
ing  the  precinct  captain,  had  visited  the  offices  of  Cross¬ 
man  &  Hinds,  where  the  Bradys  still  guarded  the  cash  and 
kept  watch  over  the  dead  body  of  ex-convict,  Jack  Tirrell. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  the  police  officials 
highly  complimented  the  Bradys  upon  their  effective  work. 

Bradley,  however,  brought  no  news  of  young  Crossman. 

The  opium  joint  had  been  raided,  and  Fontaine  captured. 

But  CroSsman  was  not  there,  and  the  Opium  Queen 

t  * 

stubbornly  declared  that  she  did  not  know  the  man,  and 

that  he  had  never  been  in  her  place. 

*  \ 

“What’s  to  be  done,  governor?”  demanded  Harry.  “In 
a  few  minutes  the  T.  &  S.  W.  stock  will  come  tumbling  in. 
Unless  it  is  taken  up  Crossman’s  credit  is  ruined.” 

“It  shall  be  taken  up,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  quietly. 
“We  have  the  money  right  here,  and  I  propose  to  use  it 
upon  my  own  responsibility.  If  Crossman  kicks,  I  will 
keep  the  stock  myself,  and  make  him  whole.  I  shouldn’t 
mind  owning  a  railroad  or  two  in  Texas  one  bit.” 

And  Old  King  Brady,  be  it  understood,  is  quite  rich 
enough  to  own  a  railroad  in  Texas  if  he  chooses. 

By  this  time  Mr.  Jennings  and  the  clerks  had  arrived, 
and  great  was  their  astonishment  at  the  disclosures  which 
met  them. 

Old  King  Brady  acted  ppon  his  plan. 

Shortly  after  ten  the  T.  &  S.  W.  stock  began  tumbling  in. 

Each  lot  was  taken  as  it  arrived,  and  cash  paid.  The 
contents  of  the  safe  grew  small  as  the  day  wore  on. 

It  was  all  in  by  two  o’clock,  and  at  half-past  in  walked  the 

THE 


“Boy  Broker,”  looking  as  though  he  had  been  drawn 
through  a  knot-hole,  as  Harry  expressed  it.  \ 

But  he  was  sober  for  all  that.  ' 

Mis  astonishment  at  the  sight  of  the  safe  was  great. 

The  body  of  Hinds  had  already  been  removed,  and  the 
safe  stood  in  its  usual  place. 

“Where  did  you  find  it?”  he  blurted  out.  “How  did  vou 

«/  v 

4* 

get  it  here?” 

“That  is  easily  explained,  Mr.  Crossman,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady.  “There’s  your  safe  all  right.” 

“Yes,  but  too  late  to  save  my  credit,”  groaned  Cross- 
man. 

“Not  at  all,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I  took  the  lib¬ 
erty  of  spending  your  money  to  take  up  the  stock.  If  there 

% 

is  any  kick  coming  I  any  prepared  to  make  good.” 

“Kick?”  said  Crossman.  ‘“Mr.  Brady,  I  bless  vou  for 
this.  You  have  sgvecl  me  from  ruin  .and  disgrace.” 

“That’s  all  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  usually 
try  to  do  our  work  up  properly,  young  man.  Now  take 
my  advice  and  let  this  be’  a.  lesson  to  you.  Let  the  whis¬ 
key  alone  from  this  time  on.  Good -day.” 

The  Crossman  case  was  in  the  eveningy  papers  that  night. 

The  Bradys  got  the  credit  for  it  all,  as. they  well  deserved. 

Buck  Seaman  recovered,  and  is  still  operating  on  Wall 
Street.  In  some  way  he  managed  to  secure  the  funds  to-  put 
him  on  his  feet.  % 

Archbald  went  to  Sing  Sing  and  Charley  Randall  fol¬ 
lowed  him. 

The  undertaker  and  the  janitor  went  too. 

Old  King  Brady  exposed  the  Bulls  and  Bears  Club,  and . 
broke  it  up. 

Fontaine  went  free.,  as  Seaman  made  no  charge  against 
him. 

Mother  Magner  runs  her  opium  joint  still. 

The  Wall  Slreet  policeman  swore  out  of  his  scrape,  and 
is  on  the  force  to-day. 

Mr.  Crossman  sent  the  Bradys  a  check  for  $25,000,  which 
fully  satisfied  them. 

Nor  was  it  any  too  much  for  the  “Boy  Broker”  to  pay 
for  the  effective  work  of  the  Bradys  among  the  Buis  and 
Bears. 

* 

END. 


Read  “THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  KING  :  OR.  WORKING  FOR  THE  BANK  OF  ENGLAND.”  which  will  be 

the  next  number  ( 1 9(1 )  of  “Secret  Service.” 


SPECIAL  NOTICE  :  All  back  numbers  of  this  weekly  are  always  in  print.  If  you  cannot  obtain  them  from  am* 
newsdealer,  send  the  price  in  money  or  postage  stamps  by  mail  to  FRANK  TOITSEY.  PUBLISHER.  21  UNION 
SQUARE,  NEW  YORK,  and  you  will  receive  the  copies  you  order  by  return  mail. 


THE  JAMES  BOYS  WEEKS  Y. 


CONTAINING  STORIES  OF  ADVENTURE. 


These  stories  are  written  by  the  well-known  and  popular  Au¬ 
thor  D.  W.  Stevens,  whose  home  in  the  West  is  in  the  immediate 
vicinity  of  the  place  where  the  James  Boys  met  with  the  most  of 
their  daring  adventures,  and  who  is  familiar  with  the  incidents  he 
so  ably  describes.  Ask  your  newsdealer  to  save  you  a  cony  of  THE 
JAMES  BOYS  WEEKLY  every  week. 


22 

23 

24 

25 

26 

27 

28 

29 

30 
21 
32 
23 
34 

85 

56 

37 

58 

39 

40 

41 

42 

43 

14 

45 

46 

47 

48 

49 

50 

51 

52 

53 

54 


56 

57 

58 


60 

61 

62 

63 


LATEST  ISSUES: 

The  James  Boys  Lost;  or,  The  Detective’s  Curious  Case. 

Jesse  James’  Pledge  ;  or,  The  Bandit  King’s  Last  Ride. 

The  Man  on  the  Black  Horse ;  or,  The  James  Boys’  First  Ride  in 
Missouri. 

The  James  BoyB  in  Deadwobd ;  or,  The  Game  Pair  or  Dakota. 
Life  and  Death  of  Jesse  James,  and  Lives  of  the  Ford  Boys. 
Frank  James,  the  Avenger,  and  His  Surrender. 

The  James  Boys  Baffled;  or,  A  Detective’s  Game  of  Bluff. 
Pinkerton’s  Boy  Detectives ;  or,  Trying  to  Capture  the  James  Boys. 
The  James  Boys’  Blunder;  or,  The  Fatal  Mistake  at  Northfield. 
The  James  Boys  on  the  Road  ;  or,  The  Bandit  Kings  in  a  New  Field. 
The  James  Boys’  Shadows ;  or.  The  Nemesis  of  the  Bandits. 

The  James  Boys’  Signal  Lights ;  or,  The  Cavern  of  Mystery. 
Jesse  James,  the  Midnight  Horseman  ;  or,  The  Silent  Rider  of  the 
Ozark. 


The  James  Boys  in  Danger ;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detective’s  Cun¬ 
ning  Scheme. 

The  James  Boys’  League;  or,  Baffled  by  a  Keen  Detective. 

The  James  Boys’  Band  of  Ten  :  or,  The  Red  Light  on  the  Bluff. 

The  James  Boys  Jailed ;  or,  Carl  Green  the  Detective’s  Clever 
Capture. 

The  James  Boys  in  the  Saddle;  or,  The  Highwayman  and  the 
Haunted  Mill. 

The  James  Boys’  Mistake ;  or,  Carl  Green  the  Detective’s  Clever 
Ruse.  / 

The  James  Boys  in  a  Trap;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Neatest  Trick. 

The  James  Boys  in  Arkansas ;  or,  After  Confederate  Gold. 

The  James  Boys  Knights  of  the  Road ;  or,  The  Masked  Men  of 
Missouri. 

Quantrell’s  Old  Guard  ;  or,  The  James  Boys  in  Missouri. 

The  James  Boys  Island ;  or  Routed  by  a  Game  Detective. 

The  James  Boys’  Longest  Run ;  of  Chased  a  Thousand  Miles. 

The  James  Boys’  Last  Flight ;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Greatest  Victory. 

The  James  Boys’  Reckless  Raid ;  or,  Sheriff  Timberlake’s  Blind 
Trap. 

Jesse  James  Avenged ;  or,  The  Death  of  Bob  Ford. 

The  James  Boys’  Boldest  Raid  ;  or,  Foiled  by  a  Brave  Detective. 

The  James  Boys’  Treasure  Hunt ;  or  A  Thirty  Days’  Race  with 
Detectives. 

The  James  Boys  and  the  Dwarf ;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Midget  Detec¬ 
tive.  J ,  ,  , 

The  James  Boys’  Ride  for  Life  :  or,  Chased  by  Five  Detectives. 

The  James  Boys’  Fight  for  Millions;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detec- 
tive’s  Richest  Cjisg. 

The  James  Boys’  Dead-Shot  Legion ;  or,  The  Running  Fight  on 
the  Border.  . 

The  James  Boys’  Bold  Move ;  or,  The  Game  that  was  Blocked  by 
&  Keen  Detective* 

The  James  Boys  as  Brigands ;  or,  The  Bandits  of  the  Big  Blue. 

The  James  Boys’  Dash  for  Life  or  Death ;  or,  The  Detective’s 


Secret  Snare.  _  ,  _  _ 

The  James  Boys  in  Peril;  or,  Carl  Greene  the,  Detective  s  Oath. 
The  James  Boys  and  the  Box  of  Diamonds;  or,  Scheming  for 

Millions.  .  u  ...  ^ 

The  James  Boys  Among  the  Clouds ;  or,  The  Bold  Detective  s 


Fearful  Plunge. 

rhe  James  Boys’  Mystery  ;  or,  The  Bandit  Chief’s  Double, 
fhe  James  Boys’  Hut;  or,  Outwitting  Carl  Greene. 


64  The  .lathes  Boys’  Lbttery  of  Death ;  or,  Running  the  Gauntlet 

With  Detectives. 

65  The  James  Boys’  Bad  Luck;  of.  Hard  Pushed  by  Carl  Greene. 

66  The  Janies  Boys’  Fort ;  of,  Carl  Greene’s  Twenty  Failures. 

67  The  James  Boys’  Surrender;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  First  Triumph. 

68  The  James  Boys  in  the  Mountains;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detective’s 

Great  ‘Surprises. 

69  The  James  Boys'  League ;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Adventres  in  an  Un¬ 

known  Land. 

70  Jesse  James’  Greatest  Crime;  or,  Carl  Green,  the  Detective,  at 

Work  in  Two  States. 

71  The  James  Boys  and  Number  Fifteen;  or,  Carl  Greene  Joining  the 

Band. 

72  Jesse  James’  Double ;  or,  Carl  Greene,  the  Detective,  Baffled  by  a 

Clever  Rtise. 

73  The  James  Boys  Under  Fire ;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Headlong  Chase. 

74  The  James  Boys  Saddle  Kings ;  or,  The  Detective’s  Whirlwind 

Attack. 

75  The  James  Boys’  Compact ;  or,  Carl  Grefene’s  Strange  Adventures 

at  the  Deserted  House. 

76  The  James  BoyS’  New  Foe  ;  of,  Carl  Greene  the  Detective’s  First 

Fight  with  the  Bandit  King. 

77  The  James  Boys  and  the  Tenderfoot;  or,  Carl  Greene  Playing  the 

Dude  Detective. 

78  The  James  Boys’  Fight  for  $100,000  ;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Desperate 

Struggle  Against  Big  Odds. 

79  The  James  Boys  and  the  Dummy  Train ;  or,  Carl  Greene's  Great¬ 

est  Ruse. 

80  The  James  Boys  and  the  Stolen  Treasure ;  or,  Carl  Greene,  the 

Detective,  After  Two  Crooks. 

8 1  The  James  Boys’  Trap;  or,  Their  Bold  Scheme  to  Capture  Carl  Greene. 

82  The  James  Boys  and  the  Man  from  the  Tomb;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  De¬ 

tective's  Most  Mysterious  Case. 

8  3  The  James  Boys  and  the  Cockney;  of,  Carl  Gfeene  as  the  Man  from  Eng¬ 
land. 

84  The  James  Boys  and  the  Life  Hunters;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Hot  Struggle 

with  the  Bandits. 

85  The  James  Boys’  Fight  for  a  Rare  Ghm;  or,  Carl  Greene,  the  Detective, 

and  the  Young  Australian. 

§  6  The  James  Boys  and  the  Sport;  or,  Carl  Greene  as  the  “Genfc  from 
California” 

87  The  James  Boys’  FigHt  to  a  Finish;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Campaign  of 

Bullets. 

88  The  James  Boys  and  the  Lost  Heir;  of,  Carl  Greene,  the  Detective’s 

Many  Ruses. 

89  Hunted  for  Teh  Years;  or,  The  James  Boys’  Figlft  Against  Fate. 

90  The  James  Boys  and  the  Cattle  King;  or,  Carl  Greene  as  a  Herder. 

91  The  James  Boys  and  the  Dumb  Dude;  or,  Carl  Greene,  the  Detective’s, 

Great  Game. 

92  The  James  Boys  and  One  Spot  Pete;  or,  Carl,  the  Detective,  in  a  New 

Character. 

93  The  James  Boys  in  the  Wilderness;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Search  for  the  Out¬ 

laws’  Home. 

94  The  Jaimes  Boys  and  the  Cripple;  or,  Carl  Greene  as  the  Wooden  Leg 

Herrriit  of  the  Ozarks. 

95  The  James  Boys’  Rival  Band,  or,  Carl  Green’s  Double  Fight  Against 

Outlaws. 

96  The  James  Boys  and  the  Midnight  Express;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Great 

'  Railroad  Case. 


•For  Sale  by  All  Newsdealers,  or  will  be  Sent  to  Any  Address  on  Receipt  of  Price,  5  Cents  per  Copy,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

ot  our  Libraries  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Cut  out  and  fill 
in  the  following  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  books  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  re¬ 
turn  mail.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 

Dear  Sir— Enclosed  find - cents  for  which  please  send  me : 

....  copies  of  WORK  AND  WIN,  Nos . 

....  “  “  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  ’76 

....  “  PLUCK  AND  LUCK 

....  “  “  SECRET  SERVICE 

....  u  “  THE  JAMES  BOYS  WEEKLY  “ 

....  “  “  TEN  CENT  HAND  BOOKS 

£gjfte . Street  and  No 


190' 


a 

<( 


Town . State. 


THE  LIBERTY 


A  Weekly  Magazine  containing  Stories  of  the  American  Revolution. 

By  HARRY  MOORE. 

These  stories  are  based  on  actual  facts  and  give  a.  faithful 

account  of  the  exciting  adventures  of  a  brave  b^.1of..'t?ier1ii^ 
youths  who  were  always  ready  and  willing  to  imperil 
for  the  sake  of  helping  along  the  gallant  cause  of  ^dependence. 
Every  number  will  consist  of  32  large  pages  of  reading  matter, 
bound  in  a  beautiful  colored  cover. 

55  The  Liberty  Boys’  Strategy;  or,  Out-General  lug  the  Enemy. 

50  The  Liberty  Boys’  Warm  Work ;  or,  Showing  the  Redcoats  How 


LATEST  ISSUES: 

10  The  Liberty  Boys'  Narrow  Escape ;  or,  A  Neck-and-Neck  Race 

With  Death.  ,  ,  __  __ 

11  The  Liberty  Boys’  Pluck;  or,  Undaunted  by  Odds. 

12  The  Liberty  Boys’  Peril ;  or,  Threatened  from  all  Sides. 

13  The  Liberty  Boys’  Luck ;  or,  Fortune  Favors  the  Brave. 

14  The  Liberty  Boys’  Ruse  ;  or,  Fooling  the  British. 

15  The  Liberty  Boys’  Trap,  and  What  They  Caught  in  It. 

16  The  Liberty  Boys  Puzzled  ;  or,  The  Tories’  Clever  Scheme. 

IT  The  Liberty  Boys’  Great  Stroke ;  or,  Capturing  a  British  Man-of- 
War. 

18  The  Liberty  Boys’  Challenge ;  or,  Patriots  vs.  Redcoats. 

19  The  Liberty  Boys  Trapped;  or,  The  Beautiful  Tory. 

20  The  Liberty  Boys’  Mistake ;  or,  “What  Might  Have  Been. 

21  The  Liberty  Boys’  Fine  Work ;  or,  Doing  Things  Up  Brown. 

22  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Bay;  or,  The  Closest  Call  of  All. 

23  The  Liberty  Boys  on  Their  Mettle;  or,  Making  It  Warm  for  the 

Redcoats 

24  The  Liberty  Boys’  Double  Victory  ;  or,  Downing  the  Redcoats  and 

Tories. 

25  The  Liberty  Boys  Suspected;  or,  Taken  for  British  Spies. 

26  The  Liberty  Boys’  Clever  Trick ;  or,  Teaching  the  Redcoats  a 

Thing  or  Two.  „  ^  ^ 

27  The  Liberty  Boys’  Good  Spy  Work ;  or,  With  the  Redcoats  In 

Philadelphia.  ,  ^  _ 

28  The  Liberty  Boys’  Battle  Cry  ;  or,  With  Washington  at  the  Brandy¬ 

wine. 

29  The  Liberty  Boys’  Wild  Ride ;  or,  A  Dash  to  Save  a  Fort. 

30  The  Liberty  Boys  in  a  Fix ;  or.  Threatened  by  Reds  and  Whites. 

31  The  Liberty  Boys’  Big  Contract;  or,  Holding  Arnold  in  Check. 

32  The  Liberty  Boys  Shadowed;  or,  After  Dick  Slater  for  Revenge. 

33  The  Liberty  Boys  Duped  ;  or,  The  Friend  Who  Was  an  Enemy. 

34  The  Liberty  Boys’  Fake  Surrender;  or,  The  Ruse  That  Succeeded. 

35  The  Liberty  Boys’  Signal ;  or,  “At  the  Clang  of  the  Bell.” 

86  The  Liberty  Boys’  Daring  Work ;  or,  Risking  Life  for  Liberty’s 
Close. 

37  The  Liberty  Boys’  Prize,  and  How  They  Won  It. 

38  The  Liberty  Boys’  Plot;  or,  The  Plan  That  Won. 

39  The  Liberty  Boys’  Great  Haul ;  or,  Taking  Everything  In  Sight. 

40  The  Liberty  Boys’  Flush  Times ;  or,  Reveling  in  British  Gold. 

41  The  Liberty  Boys  In  a  Snare ;  or,  Almost  Trapped. 

42  The  Liberty  Boys’  Brave  Rescue;  or,  In  the  Nick  of  Time.' 

43  The  Llbertv  Boys’  Big  Day ;  or,  Doing  Business  by  Wholesale. 

ii  The  Liberty  Boys’  Net;  or,  Catching  the  Redcoats  and  Tories. 

45  The  Liberty  Boys  Worried  ;  or,  The  Disappearance  of  Dick  Slater. 

46  The  Liberty  Boys’  Iron  Grip  ;  or,  Squeezing  the  Redcoats. 

47  The  Liberty  Boys’  Success ;  or,  Doing  What  They  Set  Out  to  Do. 

48  The  Liberty  Boys’  Setback ;  or,  Defeated,  But  Not  Disgraced. 

49  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Toryville ;  or,  Dick  Slater’s  Fearful  Risk. 

50  The  Liberty  Boys  Aroused  ;  or.  Striking  Strong  Blows  for  Liberty. 

51  The  Liberty  Boys’  Triumph ;  or,  Beating  the  Redcoats  at  Their 

Own  Game. 

52  The  Liberty  Boys’  Scare ;  or,  A  Miss  as  Good  as  a  Mile. 

53  The  Liberty  Boys’  Danger ;  or,  Foes  on  All  Sides. 

54  The  Liberty  Boys’  Flight ;  or,  A  Very  Narrow  Escape. 


57  The1  Liberty  Boys’  “Push”;  or,  Bound  to  Get  There. 

58  The  Liberty  Boys’  Desperate  Charge ;  or,  With  Mad  Anthony 

at  Stony  Point.  „  _  ,,  ...  . 

59  The  Liberty  Boys’  Justice,  And  How  They  Dealt  It  Out. 

60  The  Liberty  Boys  Bombarded;  or,  A  Very  V  arm  Time. 

61  The  Liberty  Boys’  Sealed  Orders ;  or,  Going  it  .Blind. 

62  The  Liberty  Boys’  Daring  Stroke ;  or,  With  “Light-Horse  Harry 

at  Paulus  Hook.  „ 

63  The  Liberty  Boys’  Lively  Times;  or,  Here.  There  and  Everywhere. 

64  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Lone  Hand” ;  or,  Fighting  Against  Great 


Odds 

65  The  Liberty  Boys’  Mascot 


ou  iub  xjiucuj  iwjo  iTiaowi. ,  or,  The  Idol  of  the  Company.  ... 

66  The  Liberty  Boys’  Wrath  ;  or,  Going  for  the  Redcoats  Roughshod. 

67  The  Liberty  Boys’  Battle  for  Life;  or,  The  Hardest  Struggle  of 

All. 

68  The  Liberty  Boys’  Lost;  or,  The  Trap  That  Did  Not  Work. 

69  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Jonah";  or.  The  Youth  Who  “Queered  Everything. 

70  The  Liberty  Boys’  Decoy;  or,  Baiting  the  British. 

71  The  Liberty  Boys  Lured  ;  or,  The  Snare  the  Enemy  Set. 

72  The  Liberty  Boys’  Ransom  :  or.  In  the  Hands  of-  the  Tory  Outlaws. 

73  The  Liberty  Boys  as  Sleuth-Hounds;  or.  Trailing  Benedict  Ar- 

nold. 

74  The  Liberty  Boys  “Swoop”  ;  or,  Scattering  the  Redcoats  Like 

Chaff. 

75  The  Liberty  Bovs’  “Hot  Time”;  or,  Lively  Work  in  Old  Virginia. 

76  The  Liberty  Boys’  Daring  Scheme;  or,  Their  Plot  to  Capture  the 

King’s  *Son.  ,  „ 

77  The  Liberty  Boys’  Bold  Move  ;  or,  Into  the  Enemy  s  Country. 

73  The  Liberty  Boys’  Beacon  Light ;  or,  The  Signal  on  the  Mountain. 

79  The  Liberty  Boys’  Honor;  or,  The  Promise  That  Was  Kept. 

80  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Ten  Strike”  ;  or,  Bowling  the  British  Over. 

81  The  Liberty  Boys’  Gratitude,  and  How  they  Showed  It. 

82  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Georgia  Giant ;  or,  A  Hard  Man 

Handle. 

83  The  Liberty  Boys’  Dead  Line  :  or.  “Cross  it  if  You  Dare  !” 

84  The  Liberty  Boys  “Hoo-Dooed”  ;  or,  Trouble  at  Every  Turn. 

85  The  Liberty  Boys’  Leap  for  Life  ;  or.  The  Light  that  Led  Them. 

86  The  Liberty  Boys’  Indian  Friend  ;  or.  The  Redskin  who  Fought  for 

Independence. 

87  The  Liberty  Boys  “Going  it  Blind”  ;  or,  Taking  Big  Chances. 

88  The  Liberty  Boys’  Black  Band  ;  or,  Bumping  the  British  Hard. 

89  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Hurry  Call”;  or,  A  Wild  Dash  to  Save  a 

Friend. 

90  The  Liberty  Boys’  Guardian  Angel ;  or,  The  Beautiful  Maid  of  the 

Mountain. 

91  The  Liberty  Boys’  Brave  Stand  ;  or,  Set  Back  but  Not  Defeated. 

92  The  Liberty  Boys  “Treed”  :  or.  Warm  Work  in  the  Tall  Timber. 

93  The  Liberty  Boys’  Dare ;  or,  Backing  the  British  Down. 

94  The  Liberty  Boys’  Best  Blows  ;  or,  Beating  the  British  at  Benning¬ 

ton. 
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THE  STAGE. 

Vv  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
BOOK. — C  omaming  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
vest  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
-  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER. — 
Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
•ind  Irish.  Also  end  mens  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  45.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
\XD  JOKE  BOOK— Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
oy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or¬ 
ganizing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
ioke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
'ontains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence-  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist  and  practical  joker  of 
he  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
jbtain  a  copy  immediatelv. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
*tage;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No.  80.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat- 
»st  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
jiver  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
’all  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
->r  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
powers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 
shed. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
-c  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
Ish,  game  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
*ooks* 

No.  3T.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
aake  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
-rackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching,  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 

'  jgether  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
*tc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il- 
ustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES. — Con¬ 
fining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
oils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
4v  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No,  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
arge  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
-Cgether  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  By  Harry 
^annedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
■3i»  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi- 
?2des  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
j.?t,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
*?eatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 
No,  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
iry  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
£  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
’or  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
aoney  than  any  book  published. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
-ook,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
-ackgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. — Containing  all 
•he  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
ind  witty  sayings. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  bandy  little 
;ook,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
-age  Casino,  Fortv-five,  Bounce.  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
auction  Pitch,  All  Fours  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over  three  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums  with  key  to  same.  A 
somplete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
t  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 

*  l  about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No.  33  IIOW  TO  BEHAVE— Containing  the  rules  and  eti- 
■,»t te  of  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods 
appearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church 

•  '.d  in  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 
-Containing  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
£  aiect,  French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  four 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  becorcu 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  fro» 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  mo#.' 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  titu¬ 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  (>•«• 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT.— The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  a* 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  o>.< 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  com 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  Is 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happj 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ballroom  and  at  partias; 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  squaiv 

dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  lof«0 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  In  th& 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  fcAc 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL— One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  *.e4I 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  bodfc 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illustrated  anl 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  IIOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY.  PIGEONS  ANE 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  iilmb 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hinfc 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds' 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 
Keene. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A  vaJs; 
able  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mountm*- 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  cob 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping 
taming,  breeding  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  fut 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twent? 
eight  illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kin* 
ever  published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  it 
struetive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry  ;  also  es. 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  ani 
directions  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires  and  gas  balloons 
This  book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  complete  handbook  fefc 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice  cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.  etc. 

No.  19.  FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCE 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  tfc; 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  States  ar; 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports,  hao.' 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  makixb- 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  published. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  wo?, 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  th 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  ever: 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  core 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Coses 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomelv  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brad| 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuabn 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventure 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  oth« 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W 
Abney. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance 
course  of  Study,  Examinations.  Duties,  Sfaff  of  Officers,  Pose 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  autho 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Complete  in¬ 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Nam 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  bo. 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy,  Qom 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  “How  it©  Hecogfttft  > 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 
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readings.  „„„  oc 

PRICE  10  CENTS  EACH,  OH  3  FOR  25  CENT 8. 
-vddres*  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York., 


SECRET  SERVICE 

OLD  AND  YOUNG  KING  BRADY,  DETECTIVES. 

PRICE  5  CTS.  32  PAGES.  COLORED  COVERS.  ISSUED  WEEKLY 


LATEST  ISSUES: 

93  The  Bradys'  Deep  Deal  ;  or.  Hand  in-Glove  with  Crime. 

04  The  Bradys  in  a  Snare;  or.  The  Worst  Case  of  All. 

95  The  Bradys  Beyond  Their  Depth  ;  or,  The  Great  Swamp  Mystery. 
06  The  Bradys’  Hopeless  Case  ;  or.  Against  Plain  evidence. 

07  The  Bradys  at  the  Helm;  or,  the  Mystery  of  the  Biver  Steamer. 

08  The  Bradys  in  Washington  ;  or,  Working  for  the  President. 

00  The  Bradys  Duped  ;  or.  The  Cunning  Work  of  Clever  Crooks. 

100  The  Bradys  in  Maine  ;  or,  Solving  the  Great  Camp  Mystery. 

101  The  Bradys  on  the  Great  Lakes ;  or,  Tracking  the  Canada  Gang. 

102  The  Bradys  in  Montana  :  or.  The  Great  Copper  Miue  Case. 

103  The  Bradys  Hemmed  In  ;  or.  Their  Case  in  Arizona. 

104  The  Brad  vs  at  Sea  ;  or,  A  Hot  Chase  Over  the  Ocean. 

105  The  Girl  from  London  ;  or,  The  Bradys  After  a  Confidence  Queen. 

106  The  Bradys  Among  the  Chinamen  ;  or,  The  Yellow  Fiends  of  the 

Opium  Joints 

107  The  Bradys  and  the  Pretty  Shop  Girl  ;  or.  The  Grand  Street 

Mystery. 

1 08  The  Bradys  and  the  Gypsies;  or.  Chasing  the  Child  Stealers. 

109  The  Bradys  and  the  Wrong  Man ;  or,  The  Story  of  a  Strange 

Mistake 

110  The  Pradys  Betrayed;  or.  In  the  Hands  of  a  Traitor. 

111  The  Bradys  and  Their  Doubles;  or,  A  Strange  Tangle  of  Crime. 

112  The  Bradys  in  the  Everglades;  or.  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Summer 

Tourist. 

113  The  Bradys  Defied  :  or.  The  Hardest  Gang  in  New  York. 

114  The  Bradys  in  High  Life,  or,  The  Great  Society  Mystery. 

115  The  Bradys  Among  Thieves  ;  or,  Hot  Work  in  the  Bowery. 

116  The  Bradys  and  the  Sharpers;  or,  In  Darkest  New  York. 

117  The  Bradys  and  the  Bandits  :  or,  Hunting  for  a  Lost  Boy. 

118  The  Bradys  in  Central  Park  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Mall. 

119  The  Bradys  on  their  Muscle  ;  or.  Shadowing  the  Red  Hook  Gang. 

120  The  Bradys’  Opium  Joint  Case;  or.  Exposing  the  Chinese  Crooks. 

121  The  Bradys’  Girl  Decoy  ;  or.  Rounding  Up  the  East-Side  Crooks. 

122  The  Bradys  Under  Fire  ;  or,  Tracking  a  Gang  of  Outlaws. 

123  The  Bradys  at  the  Beach  :  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Bath  House. 

124  The  Bradys  and  the  Lost  Gold  Mine  ;  or.  Hot  Work  Among  the 

Cowboys. 

125  The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Girl  ;  or,  A  Clew  Found  in  the  Dark. 

126  The  Bradys  and  the  Banker  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  a  Treasure  Vault. 

127  The  Bradys  and  the  Boy  Acrobat ;  or,  Tracing  up  a  Theatrical 

Case. 

128  The  Bradys  and  Bad  Man  Smith  ;  or,  The  Gang  of  Black  Bar. 

129  The  Bradys  and  the  Veiled  Girl  ;  or,  Piping  the  Tombs  Mystery. 

130  The  Bradys  and  the  Deadshot  Gang ;  or,  Lively  Work  on  the 

Frontier 

131  The  Bradys  with  a  Circus  ;  or,  On  the  Road  with  tike  Wild  Beast 

Tamers 

132  The  Bradys  in  Wyoming:  or.  Tracking  the  Mountain  Men. 

133  The  Bradys  at  Coney  island :  or,  Trapping  the  Sea-sideCrooks. 

134  The  Bradys  and  the  Road  Agents;  or,  The  Great  Deadwood  Case. 

135  The  Bradys  and  the  Bank  Clerk ;  or,  Tracing  a  Lost  Money 

Package. 

136  The  Bradys  on  the  Race  Track  :  or.  Beating  the  Sharpers. 

137  The  Bradys  in  the  Chinese  Quarter  ;  or,  The  Queen  of  the  Opium 

Fiends. 

138  The  Bradys  and  the  Counterfeiters;  or,  Wild  Adventures  in  the 

Blue  Ridge  Mountains. 

3  39  The  Bradys  in  the  Dens  of  New  York;  or,  Working  on  the  John 
Street  Mystery. 

140  The  Bradys  and  the  Rail  Road  Thieves;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the 

Midnight  Train. 

141  The  Bradys  after  the  Pickpockets ;  or,  Keen  Work  in  the  Shop¬ 

ping  District. 

142  The  Bradys  and  the  Broker;  or.  The  Plot  to  Steal  a  Fortune. 

143  The  Bradys  as  Reporters;  or.  Working  for  a  Newspaper. 

144  The  Bradys  and  the  Lost  Ranche  ;  or,  The  Strange  Case  in  Texas. 

145  The  Bradys  and  the  Signal  Boy  :  or.  the  Great  Train  Robbery. 

146  The  Rradys  and  Bunco  Bill:  or.  The  Cleverest  Crook  in  New 

York. 

147  The  Bradys  and  the  Female  Detective ;  or.  Leagued  with  the 

Customs  Inspectors. 


1 48  The  Bradys  and  the  Bank  Mystery  ;  or.  The  Search  for  a  Stolen 

Million. 

149  The  Bradys  at  Cripple  Creek;  or.  Knocking  out  the  "Bad  Men.' 

150  The  Bradys  and  the  Harbor  Gang;  or.  Sharp  Work  after  Dark. 

151  The  Bradys  in  Five  Points ;  or.  The  Skeleton  in  the  Cellar. 

152  Fan  Toy,  the  Opium  Queen:  or.  The  Bradys  and  the  Chines^* 

Smugglers. 

153  The  Bradys'  Boy  Pupil  ;  or.  Sifting  Strange  Evidence. 

154  The  Bradys  in  the  Jaws  of  Death  :  or.  Trapping  the  Wire  Tap 

pers. 

155  The  Bradys  and  the  Typewriter ;  or.  The  Office  Boy’s  Secret. 

156  The  Bradys  and  the  Bandit  King;  or.  Chasing  the  Mountain 

Thieves. 

157  The  Bradys  and  the  Drug  Slaves:  or.  The  Yellow  Demons  of 

Chinatown. 

158  The  Bradys  and  the  Anarchist  Queen ;  or,  Running  Down  the 

"Reds.” 

159  The  Bradys  and  the  Hotel  Crooks  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  Room  44. 

160  The  Bradys  and  the  Wharf  Rats :  or.  Lively  Work  in  the  Har¬ 

bor. 

161  The  Bradys  and  the  House  of  Mystery;  or,  A  Dark  Night's 

Work. 

162  The  Bradys'  Winning  Game;  or.  Playing  Against  the  Gamblers. 

163  The  Bradys  and  the  Mail  Thieves:  or.  The  Man  in  the  Bag. 

164  The  Bradys  and  the  Boatmen  ;  or.  The  Clew  Found  in  the 

River. 

165  The  Bradys  after  the  Grafters:  or.  The  Mystery  in  the  Cab. 

166  The  Bradys  and  the  Cross-Roads  Gang:  or,  rne  Great  Case  ia 

Missouri. 

167  The  Bradys  and  Miss  Brown ;  or,  The  Mysterious  Case  in  So¬ 

ciety 

168  The  Bradys  and  the  Factory  Girl  ;  or.  The  Secret  of  the  Poisoned 

Envelope. 

169  The  Bradys  and  Blonde  Bill;  or,  The  Diamond  Thieves  of  Maiden 

Lane. 

170  The  Bradys  and  the  Opium  Ring:  or,  The  Clew  in  Chinatown. 

171  The  Bradys  on  the  Grand  Circuit :  or.  Tracking  the  Light- 

Harness  Gang. 

172  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Doctor ;  or.  The  Secret  of  the  Old 

Vault. 

173  The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  in  Grey:  or.  The  Queen  of  the  Crooks. 

174  The  Bradys  and  the  Juggler;  or.  Out  with  a  Variety  Show. 

175  The  Bradys  and  the  Moonshiners:  or.  Away  Down  in  Tennessee. 
XY6  The  Bradys  in  Badtown  ;  or.  The  Fight  for  a  Gold  Mine. 

177  The  Bradys  in  the  Klondike  :  or.  Ferreting  Out  the  Gold  Thieves. 

178  The  Bradys  on  the  East  Side :  or.  Crooked  Work  in  the  Slums. 

179  The  Bradys  and  the  "Highbinders”  ;  or.  The  Hot  Case  in  China- 

towrn. 

180  The  Bradys  and  the  Serpent  Ring;  or,  The  Strange  Case  of  the 

Fortune-Teller. 

181  The  Bradys  and  "Silent  Sam”  ;  or.  Tracking  the  Deaf  and  Dumb 

Gang. 

182  The  Bradys  and  the  "Bonanza”  King:  or,  Fighting  the  Fakirs  in 

'Frisco. 

183  The  Bradys  and  the  Boston  Banker;  or.  Hustling  for  Millions  in  the 

Hub. 

184  The  Bradys  on  Blizzard  Island:  or.  Tracking  the  Gold  Thieves  of  Cape 

Nome. 

185  The  Bradys  in  the  Black  Hills;  or.  Their  Case  in  North  Dakota. 

186  The  Brady*  and  “Faro  Frank”;  or.  a  Hot  Case  in  the  Gold  Mines. 

187  The  Bradys  and  the  “Rube”:  or.  Tracking  the  Confidence  Men. 

188  The  Bradys  as  Firemen;  or.  Tracking  a  Gang  of  Incendiaries. 

189  The  Bradys  in  the  Oil  Country:  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Giant  Gusher. 

190  The  Bradys  and  the  Blind  Beggar;  or.  The  Worst  Crook  of  all. 

191  The  Bradys  and  the  Bank  Breakers;  or.  Working  the  Thugs  of  Chicago. 
19  2  The  Bradys  and  the  Seven  Skulls;  or,  The  Clew  That  Was  Found  in  the 

Barn. 

193  The  Bradys  in  Mexico;  or.  The  Search  for  the  Aztec  Treasure  House. 

I  9  4  The  Bradys  at  Black  Run;  or.  Trailing  the  Coiners  of  Candle  Creek. 

19  5  The  Bradys  Among  the  Bulls  and  Bears:  or.  Working  the  Wires  in 
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196  The  Bradys  and  the  King;  or.  Working  for  the  Bank  of  England. 
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